Estranged 


Author: blehI986 

Bands: Guns N Roses 

Characters: Axl Rose, Izzy Stradlin 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Fri Aug 09 2019 17:1914 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


01 
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Hazel eyes drawn upon the sinuous waves, he leans back, allowing the mist to drizzle upon his pallid skin. The 
dock tilts with instability, spurring panic within the flock of avocets hovering gracefully amongst the barbarous 
tides. But he remains inert, allowing the ocean to drench his silk shirt. 


The wind yanks at the satin floral scarf around his neck, attempting to carry it away. However it clings on 
within it's stationary knot, enforcing a painful tension around his throat. His teeth graze against his lips in 
pursuit of redirecting his attention from the strain, but the wind only tugs harder. 


Bitterly, he reaches up and disentangles the scarf from his neck, allowing the satin to flow through his slender 
fingers before drifting off from the dock. He then palms at his neck, dolefully attempting to relieve the 


antecedent pain. 


All of the man's meager actions captivate the ginger who watched him with enamored eyes from the guarded 
sand dunes, careful to keep away from the savage waters. The redhead pondered what living on the edge 


must've felt like to his distant friend, yet made no attempt to follow suit. 


His lips curve into a gentle smirk as the scarf previously wrapped around the other man's neck strays 
towards him. He reaches out, grabbing the dampened ascot and bringing it to his nose, inhaling the saltwater 
aroma intwined with the man's faint musk. He bundles the accessory up, stowing it away in the pocket of his 


jet-black denim jacket, and makes a mental reminder to return it to his friend once they meet. 
Finally, he makes his presence known. 


"Izzy!" The ginger calls out, frowning as his voice is swallowed by the wind, lingering amongst the beach for a 
terse moment before dissipating. He wishes to make another measly attempt, yet gives up once he realizes 


that the once-distracted hazel eyes were now set upon him from afar. 


Izzy doesn't make an attempt to move towards the sand dures. Instead, he raises his hand and beckons the 
man away before turning his attention back to the water. Fear succumbs the ginger as he watches his friend 


stumble against the dilapidated dock. This urges him to try again 
"Can't you see the red flag? Get over here now!" 


From the dock, Izzy grunts. 
Why couldn't Axl just leave him alone? 
He was tired of the redhead hassling him for the past six months, making the plan to avoid him rather 


complex. 
Izzy wanted serenity, and here Axl was, reminding him why he desired it in the first place. 


"Just go away!" He yelled back, mentally rolling his eyes as Axl stomps his feet into the sand, making known the 
fact that he wasn't going anywhere. Not without Izzy at least. 


Reluctantly giving in, Izzy mutters an incoherent fine; and traipses his way back to the shoreline, yet abruptly 
stopping once a thought crossed his mind. He turned back to the sea, noting how the avocets had made a safe 
retreat. Then he scoured the area for his scarf. 


Although, it was nowhere to be seen. 


In dismay, he drags his feet, grimacing as granules of the sand tuck themselves away into his boots. Axl is 


simpering now, pleased with achieving what he wanted. 


"Its not safe out there," the ginger informs tellingly, "The dock could've given way." 
"So what?" Izzy grumbled. "I know how to swim" 

He glanced back at the dock, then averting his bitter gaze to Axl who only rolled his eyes knowingly. 
"Your frail body against that monster-" Axl points his finger back at the ocean, "Yeah, | don't think so” 


Izzy says nothing, attempting to disregard the offense taken by his friend's statement. Surely, he could've 
swam through that, and it hurt to discover Axl's indifferent assumption. 


Maybe if he didn’t care so much 

Silently, the two stroll back to the boardwalk, making note of the lack of tourists- or anyone for that matter. 
Izzy finds himself contemplating just how he ended up in this unfortunate circumstance, following Axl around 
like a punished child, and having to deal with the dolorous dankness of his clothes. He could already feel a cold 


spurring through his anemic immune system, yet made no effort to convey this feeling to Axl, who would've 


chastised him for being such a fool. 


He couldn't bear another insult from the ginger, 
because Axl's opinion was the only one that could effortlessly destroy him. 


Unexpectedly, Axl gestures towards a bench and perches himself upon the flimsy wood, causing Izzy to furrow 


his brows. 


"What are you doing?" He asked monotonously. The redhead swung his feet like a child as he casually shrugged 
his shoulders. "You want to stay out here?" Izzy inquired. 


"| don't see any reason to rush. Sit with me." Axl beckoned Izzy to mock his actions, and it was then when the 


hazel-eyed man began to regret his anterior decisions even more. "You don't look too good,” Axl remarked. 


"Thanks," Izzy replied flatly as he sat himself down, earning a humorous chortle from his friend. "lm fine, 


okay?" 
"If you insist~" Axl cantillated. 


No, | dont insist, Izzy thought helplessly as he silently agreed with the ginger's unwanted claim. He wanted the 


other man to care, but that was a wrongful desire and he despised even considering it. 


Watching Axl casually sway with the wing's lullaby only spurned frustration within Izzy. He couldn't help envying 
how easy it was for Axl to be around him, knowing well that it was mentally destroying himself 


He wanted more, but this was simply a friendship. 


His sinuses were also wreaking havoc amongst the mixture between anxiety, and the boorish weather 
conditions. Feebly, he brought his sleeve to his nose and attempted to conceal a kitten-like sneeze. His eyes 
began to water and irritate him as a shiver crept down his spine, revealing how quickly the effects of his 


foolhardy behavior were catching up to him. 


"You should've listened to me," Axl's voice yanked him from his personal dilemma, "I told you to stay away 
from the water." 


"Save it," Izzy sputtered, annoyed with Axls egotistical remark. "l'm fine, seriously!" 


"Let's just get back to the studio. You can dry up over there," Axl pressed, and although Izzy wanted to retort 
and express how ‘manly’ he was, the idea of a cozier environment appealed to him. Therefore, he stood up and 


granted Axl permission to guide him down the boardwalk and back to their car. 


The drive was reticent, erupting Izzy with anxiety, and Axl with alleviation. Now and then, Izzy would steal a 
glance of the redhead, watching as he nodded his head along to the music resonating from the radio as his 
eyes remained stuck on the road. Not once did they acknowledge each other, and not once did Izzy dare to 


question Axl's urgency to carry him to the studio. Perhaps, he was just overthinking it. 


They remained this way up until they entered the studio. Stepping into the cold building, Izzy wrapped his arms 
around his torso, feeling like a wet dog as he traipsed behind Axl slowly. 


"What happened to you?" Slash's voice blared through the tension cacophonously, urging Izzy to narrow his 
eyes with irritation the second he walked through the door. "Did ya get pissed on or somethin?" 


"He was out on the docks," Axl answered, flashing Izzy a considerate smile which only sent blood rushing to the 


soaked man's cheeks. "| told him he would get sick. Didn't listen" 
"What more could you expect out of 122?" 


‘lm right here, y'know," Izzy spoke sharply, glowering at Slash who raised his hands innocently. Axl snorted and 
plopped himself on the couch beside Slash, who redirected his attention to his Les Paul, fingering the strings 
with such ease that it almost pivoted jealously throughout Izzy- the undervalued rhythm guitarist of the 
band, who barely caught Axl's attention like Slash did. 


"Give him a break, alright?" Duffs voice chimed, billowing over the vociferous guitar screeching resonating 


from Slash's amp. "Here Izzy." 
Izzy looked up, his head tilting as Duff held a neatly-folded, cerulean blanket out to him. 


“Take it, you're shivering like crazy!" Duff wavered the blanket before Izzy's face, and reluctantly, the guitarist 


gave in. 


He draped the sheet over his shoulders and allowed the granted warmth to satisfy him. His eyes then scanned 
the room, drifting upon Steven who mindlessly twiddled his drumsticks between his fingers, and then averting 
to the couch where Axl shared a laugh with Slash, the ginger's eyes squeezing shut with euphoria as his teeth 
bared with a broadened smile. 


Somewhere beneath his halcyon demeanor, Izzy was succumbed with despondency knowing well that Axl could 
not be bothered with his condition 

But another part of him admired the way the singer looked when he smiled, the way he appeared to forget 
every dilemma he once endured with the crinkle of his eyes. 


"Hey man, are you alright?" 


Izzy looked over, surveying the way Duff slung his bass guitar over his shoulder and slouched into the chair 


beside him. His mane of golden hair fell over his tawny eyes as he awaited Izzy's response attentively. 


Duff was the only one in the band who cared for Izzy's constant thinking and worriment, as Steven and Slash 
couldn't take a second of their time to figure out his consternation. The bassist knew well of his conflict with 


the mindless Axl, and he knew how much that mindlessness irked Izzy. 


"Why wouldn't | be?" Izzy replied nonchalantly, although his fixated gaze on Axl told a different story. He 

watched intently as Axl's smile broke away the moment Slash began to play again, his focus compelled to the 
melodic tune emitting from the guitar. Izzy could tell that Axl was already contemplating a new song, his head 
swimming through different ideas and experiences he could relate to this one tune- after all, it was what he 


was best at. 


"You haven't stopped looking at him for the past-" Duff paused and glanced at the studded watch strapped 
tightly around his dainty wrist. "For the past ten minutes," he completed, peering at the rhythm guitarist with 


a blank expression on his face. 


Izzy pried his attention away from Axl, sheepishly lowering his head as an apparent blush danced across his 
cheeks. Had it really been that long? He couldn't believe he was so entranced, enough to let valuable time pass 


him by. 


"So?" His voice had faltered as his confidence washed away. Duff knew better than to believe Izzy was 
unbothered by the presence of the ginger, therefore, he leaned closer and wriggles his brows tauntingly. 


"So, it means you're obsessed with him," Duff informed as if the answer was blatantly obvious, only to be 
shushed by Izzy who glared at him in embarrassment. Although, the bassist couldn't take the man seriously 
with his face as red as Axls hair. "Look at you, man! You're all flustered. | don't get why you keep holding 
back." 


"D'ya really think he gives a rat's ass about me?" Izzy questioned sharply, wiping his nose and earning a 


grotesque look from the blond. He couldn't imagine a world where Axl simply cared for Izzy's confounding 
feelings- feelings the guitarist didn't even understand himself. 


"Of course he does. You're band mates-" 


"Exactly, Duff. l'm a fucking guitarist, and that's all I'll ever be to him. Now, give it a rest" Izzy stood up, 

allowing the blanket to glide down from his body and onto the brumal floor. He bitterly dragged himself across 
the studio, picking up his guitar and slinging it over his shoulder. He waltzed over to Steven, realizing that the 
drummer was possibly the only one who didn't get on his nerves. The blond granted him a puerile smile before 


tapping his drumsticks lightly against his snare, urging Izzy to begin playing. 


And as he struck the first chord, delving into a wistful rhythm, he was assiduously unaware of a certain 


redhead's eyes now cast upon him. 
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Izzy lied in fetal position atop his twin bed, gazing out the broad sliding window and surveying the way the 
maroon curtains drifted with the sea breeze delicately. Outside, he could just see the familiar presence of 
avocets soaring in figure-eights amongst the shoreline, their wings elongated and monochrome feathers zipping 


across the titian-colored sky, creating an elegant contrast in which pleased the sensitivity of his hazel eyes. 


He never complained for having to sleep in the backroom of the shared abode, salvaging the sight granted to 
him each morning. He also didn't complain about thankfully not having to sleep anywhere near Axl's room, where 


he would hear the man embark on sexual journeys with women he never recalled the names of. 


That thought alone flared a heated sense of jealousy within Izzy, prompting him to roll over and stuff his face 


in the gossamer white pillow. 


As he closed his eyes, every other sense in his body heightened. He could hear the avocets squawking out to 
one another from the deserted beach, and he could hear footsteps thumping from above the ceiling, alerting 


him that the others must've woken up. However, his eyes remained squeezed shut. 


He didn't want to see. 
He just wanted to zone out, or perhaps even soar away with the flock of shorebirds, never having to worry 
about anything else- including Axl. 


But that thought frustrated him even more. He couldn't comprehend how his views on Axl had gotten so far. 
From the best of friends, they experienced everything together, and were practically inseparable throughout 
the late years of their short-lived childhood. And then Izzy foolishly packed everything and abandoned Axl- 
along with the entirety of Indiana. He hadn't foreseen the redhead following his footsteps and showing up on his 


doorstep, nor had he predicted forming a band with him and having it exceed fame in impeccable ways. 

Now, Axl had everything but Izzy to worry about. He had fans, and groupies who couldn't get enough of him. 
He had the most extraordinary lead guitarist pairing with him and surpassing everyone else in the band, and he 
had the spotlight continuously shone upon him. 


He couldn't be bothered by his childhood friend. 


But Izzy could, and that's what made it hurt so bad. 


He groaned loudly as he sat up, exhausted and desperate to shut his mind off. Everything was consistently 
leading back to Ax/ Rose, and it was erupting a spark of insanity and frustration within the rhythm guitarist to 


the point where he could no longer remain inert. 


He stood up, grunting as his bare feet made contact with the algid wooden floor. Scampering towards the 
astragal and pressing his blanched skin against the glass, he embraced the sensation of the coolness seeping 
through the window. He needed a tug back into reality, and the brisk air fanning against his face merely 
satisfied him. 


He needed more. 


His fingertips dragged along the glass before wrapping themselves around the wooden handle, yanking it open 
and sliding the fenestra to the left, granting him an open path towards the beach. 


Just as he wandered towards the docks once more with his eyes settling on the calmed ocean, a deep voice 


erupted him from his daze. 
"If you're thinking about going towards the docks again, then you must've lost your mind." 


He looked up, his eyes meeting fiery-red hair shining beneath the sun, and emerald eyes fixated upon him with 
an amused smirk playing on his lips. There upon the balcony stood Axl, and Izzy couldn't help but feel insecure 
as even the sun casted attention upon the other man It was as if he resonated interest amongst everyone he 


met, and Izzy couldn't help but wish he was the only one allowed to admire such a swain. 


"| was thinking about it," Izzy replied monotonously, watching as Axl leaned forward and rested his elbows along 
the rail. A spark of concern washed over the guitarist as he thought the worst of leaning over elevated bars, 
yet he quickly swallowed down his worriment and tore his gaze away from the ginger. "You're up early. Did 


your groupie ditch?" 


Quite frankly, Izzy didn't want to know the answer to that question, yet it felt casual to ask, and he couldn't 
afford to be anything but casual around Axl. 


"She had work. It's a shame, ain't it?" He shrugged his shoulders nonchalantly, and Izzy swallowed the lump 
forming in his throat as he nodded his head reluctantly. 


"Dya like her?" He asked, unsure of why he ever emitted the words, yet undeniably curious as to what the 
answer may be. Axl is silent for a moment, pondering the inquiry as his eyes flashed up towards the broad 
beach. Izzy admired the way they enlivened beneath the sunlight, a deep cosmos of lime and viridian mixing 
together to form what looked to be a forest canopy. A safe place. 


"| guess. | mean, they're all the same, right?" 


"Right," Izzy replied, however he had no idea what Axl was inferring. After all, he typically spent his nights in 


complete solitary, the redhead polluting his head with thoughts that worsened just how lonely he felt. Blush 
crept upon his cheeks as he imagined what it must've felt like getting to experience an intimacy with Axl like 
that. It reminded him of Lafayette, where the ginger would come running to his house with tears welling his 
eyes and his heart racing. He would bury his face into Izzy's shirt and beg the other boy to hold him until the 


storm passed. But groupies were different. 
Now, Axl sought comfort elsewhere, and Izzy's existence was impractical. 
"How about you come back inside? Duff's cooking," Axl informed suggestively. 


Izzy cocked an eyebrow, a smirk forming upon his lips as he incredulously murmured, "You're trusting Duff to 


cook?" 


Although Duff was particularly skilled in dealing with Izzy's complications with Axl, the guitarist found it 
amusing to question the bassist's skills in any household-related concepts. He found it quite comical to watch 
the tall blond scamper around the kitchen, consistently banging his head against the hanging pots and pans, and 
squatting extensively low to insert anything into the oven. 


"Risky, eh? We should probably check on him," Axl chuckled, beckoning Izzy to come inside. 
And the guitarist aid, because he was helplessly devoted to following Axl's lead, 


He walked back into the house, just as Axl stumbled down the stairs. Now closer, Izzy's eyes scanned over the 
singer's body, taking in the sight of tight black leather pants embracing his figure conspicuously, and a 
crimson-red armless revealing his anomalous tattoos. He flashed Izzy a thrilled smile before hunching over and 
beckoning the guitarist to be quiet. Confounded, Izzy lingered behind the ginger, unsure of what he could 
possibly be doing, yet undeniably curious. 


As they neared the kitchen, Izzy caught onto the sound of Duff's gentle singing. He peeked over Axl's head, 
grinning as he watched the tall blond swaying his hips back and forth and majestically pouring pancake batter 
into the stainless-steel pan. His golden hair bounced delicately as he nodded his head along to Prince's Little Red 
Corvette, completely oblivious to Axl's forthcoming sneak attack. 


And just as he dived in to nail the chorus, Axl sprung out from the corridor, urging the blond to release a 
loud howl and drop the batter over the stove. He took a few seconds to scan the room and take notice of the 
redhead cackling at his lamentable scare, and as he did, quivering and undeniably startled, his cheeks went 


cherry-red. He yanked the spatula from the counter, bitterly launching it at the singer. 
But not before Izzy intervened, pushing Axl out of the way and allowing the blazing hot spatula to fall to the 
floor, erupting a cacophonous clang that reverberated around the kitchen. Silence overtook them as Axl gazed 


at lzzy with widened eyes. 


"What the fuck, man? You could've hurt him!" Izzy hissed, narrowing his eyes at Duff who only peered back at 


him with his cotton-candy lips slowly curving into a knowing smirk. 


"And you jumped in to save him!" The blond exclaimed. Izzy lowered his head sheepishly, unable to comprehend 
how this could be any different than saving anyone else. It could've been Slash, or even Steven for that 
matter. Or perhaps the belief that Duff was just exaggerating the situation simply appealed to Izzy. 


Just as Axl turned to acknowledge Izzy's heroism, the sound of sizzling erupted them from their trance. They 
looked back to the stove, watching as the batter clung to the burner, erupting slight crackles and pops from 
the heated surface. 


"Great, look what you made me do, asshole," Duff growled, earning an amused chuckle from Axl. Hastily, the 
bassist shuffled around the kitchen, rolling out pages and pages of paper towels and spreading them along the 
stovetop. "Fuck this. I'll grab something on the road." Discouraged, he dropped the pan into the sink and ran cold 
water over it, bitterly stomping towards the front door and grabbing his keys from the racks, but not leaving 
before emphatically enforcing the demand, "Clean this up-both of you!" 


Izzy glanced at Axl, astonished to find the man's chartreuse eyes already set upon him with his thin lips lifted 
in a charming manner. Sharply, the redhead leaned over and wrapped his thin arms around Izzy's neck, forcing 


a shaky breath out of the tense man. 


“Thanks, lz. Although, I'm sure a spatula wouldn't of hurt me," he spoke tauntingly. Izzy swallowed hard as blood 
threatened to rush to his cheeks. He nodded his head, unable to form words, and unable to process the meager 
action. Axl slid his hands down from Izzy's neck as he spun on his heel and casually skipped away from the 
scene with his typical hyperactive disposition. 


The second he was out of earshot, Izzy exhaled the breath he hadn't realized he was holding back. Axl's 


presence alone had driven him to an obscure protectiveness, along with the inability to function nonchalantly. 


He looked out the window, watching as the ocean's tide rose with the accelerating windspeed, mimicking the rate 


of his heartbeat with such adequacy that it almost felt like betrayal 


He needed to get out of here. 
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Eyes closed and lips parted slightly, Izzy's head rolled back as the lukewarm water travelled down his chin. He 
assimilated the desired sensation of the rare shower, not minding however long he had spent, nor caring for 


Steven's urgency to acquire the bathroom for intercourse with a random hooker. 


After a seemingly endless walk, he had come back to find the band soaked in the ecstasy that came with 
drugs and alcohol, and had also welcomed a few women into the home. Izzy was sick of the constant bickering, 
laughter, and explicitness blearing from the bottom floor, and had retreated to the shower in desperation to 


wash off any evidence of his dejected whereabouts. 


His head was compelled to the sound of the water springing through the tap, drowning out the commotion 
from downstairs, along with his ruthless thoughts. A part of him wanted to forget that Axl was down there 
too, possibly engaging in those foolhardy activities with the other stooges. 


Instantaneous jealousy washed over him as he harshly lathered the shampoo into his hair, watching as scented 
foam drizzled down his torso. He pressed his head against the shower wall, squeezing his eyes shut as he 
imagined the scene playing out. 

Painted fingernails running through Axl's red hair, long, shaven legs wrapping around his petite waist, and 
stained-red lips gliding along his thin ones- Izzy hated the idea of it all. He couldn't bear to imagine what those 
women were doing to his Axl, nor could he gulp down how elated it possibly made the ginger. 


He growled as he quickly washed the soap out of his hair, then turring the water off. Hastily, he grabbed the 
curtain and yanked it to the side, nearly screeching once he made out the spindly figure of the other man in 


the bathroom with him. 


With widened verdigris eyes and red hair shagging over his forehead- Axl stood like a deer in the headlights. 
He peered at Izzy, not daring to lower his gaze as he quickly felt around the counter for the towel, hurriedly 
tossing it at the naked man and beckoning him to cover himself. 


Izzy quickly lowered his head, desperately attempting to hide the vivid redness of his cheeks as he wrapped 
the towel around his waist, refusing to look back at the gorgeous man before him as he thought up the right 


words. 


He was upset with Axl for invading his privacy and entering the room without hinting at his unforeseen 


presence. Not only that, but the redhead had seen him completely naked, and that alone set his cheeks ablaze. 


"Why are you in here?" He asked sharply, sheepishly running a hand through his soaked hair. Axl shifted his 
stare across the bathroom- left and right until his eyes strained. He finally settled on looking down, directing 
his gaze towards the bathroom tiles, hiding his expression from Izzy who continued to scan over him in a mix 


between disbelief and concernment. "Hey, what's wrong?" He pressed. 


Axl couldn't prevent the tears from brimming his eyes as he looked up at Izzy, shifting his weight 
uncomfortably as he thought up a good excuse. 


But only Izzy could recognize that as panic. 


"Did something happen? Axl, are you okay?" Instant worriment succumbed Izzy as he approached the singer, 
cautiously resting a hand on the man's gaunt shoulder. Quickly, he flinched away, pushing Izzy's hand off of 
him and swatting at the soaked man with an abrupt spark of fear. "Hey hey! Stop!" Izzy sprang away, raising 
his hands innocently. 


Axl's eyes widened as realization crossed over him. He watched as faint red marks began forming across Izzy's 


pallid skin, revealing the undeserved abuse he had inflicted upon the man. 
‘|. | needed to get away." Axl's voice cracked as he voiced the words, revealing the affliction he was facing. 


"Why's that?" Izzy questioned softly. Axl leaned back against the door, heaving a shaky sigh as his slid down to 
the algid tiles. Quickly, the guitarist took an opportunity to pull on his pants from beneath the towel, and then 
perched himself beside his antsy friend. "Take your time." 


And so Axl did 


Izzy felt as if they had been sitting on that floor for hours, the sound of the bathroom fan reminding him 

that he was still a part of reality- the reality where Axl had his head propped against his shoulder, the sound 
of his heartbeat resonating within them both. Izzy felt like a statue, refusing to move in fear of disrupting the 
tranquility his friend was finally acquiring, even as the cold began to affect his bare torso. Goosebumps danced 
along his skin, and as much as he tried to refrain from shivering, he couldn't help but quiver as the cold crept 


down his spine like a recluse spider. 


But it definitely didn't go unnoticed by Axl, who pulled away from the man and peered at him with contrite 
eyes. Shyly, he leaned away and pulled off his torn-leather jacket, offering it to Izzy with a cordial smile. "Take 


it. please." 


Izzy's heart swelled at the redhead's altruism, knowing well that it wasn't a quality many knew of. He recalled 


hearing the many insults and tendentious criticism from others, hostile towards Axl's pompous’ behavior. 


He wished they could see fhis- the Axl only he knew since before they ever had themselves publicized. 
"III be fine," Izzy reassured, shaking his head, yet the singer only pressed the offer. 


"You're still sick, remember? Take it. its not up for debate." Axl's tone was guileless, and although Izzy wanted 
to deny ever getting sick, he couldn't help but give in, slipping his arms into the sleeves of jacket and exhaling a 
sigh of relief as the warmth enveloped him. Satisfied, the frontman leaned back into the door, softly humming 
along to the sound of one of his favorite punk rock songs blasting from downstairs. No one had yet to question 
their whereabouts, and the boys could only assume the rest of their band were engaged in something much 


more questionable. 


"Axl. why did you come up here?" Izzy decided to ask the question again, yet this time, his voice was coated 
with distraught. He had been picking at his fingernails, allowing worriment to encompass him as he thought up 


all the possible reasons Axl would've retreated to his company of all places. 


Axl pondered the question intently, bringing his knees to his chest as sudden discomfort washed over him. He 
relived the scene in his head, quivering at the recent memory before finally attempting to disclose the 


anticipated answer. 


"Something happened with one of those girls down there.. she came onto me, and | didn't want her. l-l.. 
remembered my stepdad, and | remembered what it felt like-" Axl could no longer formulate words as his 


thoughts paced rapidly within his troubled mind. 


Scrutinizing the shorter man, Izzy instantly remembered everything from years ago. He recalled the tears 
glossing his best friend's eyes whenever he retreated to the Isbell house, desiring comfort in compensation for 
his father's abuse. He vividly remembered the way the ginger nuzzled his face into Izzy's neck, allowing the 
younger boy to rock him back and forth whilst whispering incoherent nothings reassuringly. 


The rough years endured between them had formulated this connection only they could understand. 


Izzy was Axl's only haven. 


Axl was Izzy's source of aberration. 


This went on until Izzy had foolishly absconded, imperiling Axl within Lafayette as he ventured out to find 
something better: 


Regret began to overwhelm Izzy as he pulled Axl close to him, shushing the panicked man as if they were 


teenagers again, reassuring each other imprudently as if their worlds could never crash down as long as they 


had each other. 


‘lm sorry | ever left you," Izzy whispered into Axl's temple as they leaned into one another, their breaths 
echoing off of the thin bathroom walls. Axl pressed his forehead against Izzy's, his emerald eyes enlivening 


with a sudden spark of exigency. 


"Don't ever leave me again, Izzy," he exhaled, wrapping his arms around the guitarists neck. The music had 


drowned out of their ears, and they were no longer stirred by what could be happening beneath them. 


It was only them. 


Just like in Lafayette. 


| won't. | wont, Axl," Izzy quickly reassured, not quite thinking out his words, as he was completely driven by 
his undeniable infatuation over his best friend. 


"You'll always be there?" Axl challenged, his voice growing hoarse with desperation. He pushed himself further 
into Izzy's embrace, nearly straddling the other man, who nodded in complete astonishment. "Say you will, Izzy. 


Say it!" He demanded. 

"lIl always be here. l- | promise." 

Izzy's conformity instantly brought air back into Axl's lungs as he tackled the guitarist into a strong hug, not 
once letting go as they collapsed onto the tiles. Their bodies entangled and their eyes set upon one another, 


they refused to let anything ruin this moment. 


Because right in his arms, Izzy had his entire world. 
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Izzy gazed up at the bespangling sky, making out an array of astral glints clustering together to form what 
appeared to be a musical eighth note. His lips curved into a contented smile as the domestic scent of saltwater 
filled his nostrils, easing him back into the sand. The sound of the waves washing against the shore succumbed 


him within his own world, granting him a serenity he was in desperate need for. 


It was bam, and as far as he knew, the rest of the band had crashed in the living room. Of course, Izzy had 
taken Axl to his bed, making sure the man was resting peacefully before stepping out into the shore. 


Now that he was alone, he thought over the words emitted between them. 
‘Youll always be there?" 
"HI always be here. | promise." 


Izzy mentally cursed himself for vulnerably feeding into Axl's desperation. He had left the singer once before, 


and now he had promised to never do it again. 
But how could he know what the future holds? 


Izzy found nothing good from where he stood in their friendship, repeatedly compensating for the singer's 


oscillating behavior, and scouring for time on his own. 


Axl wasn't the same person anymore. 


He didn't need | zzy! 


The guitarist groaned in frustration as he tossed the cigarette into the sand, watching as the faint glow 
dimmed into nothing. He began contemplating how things had changed, how the once helpless Axl adjusted to life 
under a spotlight. He wanted nothing more than to be apart of everything his childhood friend experienced, but 


there was fine line drawn between friendship, and business. 


What would Guns ‘N Roses be without Izzy? 
Would Axl make it without him in the band? 


The thought nagged at Izzy as his eyes roamed the starry sky, the tides rising until they enveloped his legs, 


soaking his shoes and shins as he remained completely still. He watched as the moon drifted amongst the stars 
before disappearing behind the abstracted ocean line, and just behind him, the sun stretched along the clouds. 


Streaks of orange and yellow mixed into the cerulean universe, casting a brilliant glow over him. 


The reds of the apricot sky reminded him of Axl, not only the physicality of the man's vivid hair, but the 
fierceness and compassionate determination flaring within the man's soul. And along with that came the feelings 
that encompassed Izzy whenever he thought of Axl. The lustrous desires, and the utopian belief that if they 


could have something, it would be absolutely unparalleled. The feeling was red. 


Red like romance. Red like anger. 


It was all red. 


Even the stars in the sky brought Axl to mind. Little specs of gastric fire shining brighter than any other 


element in the universe. They were prominent, resplendent, and undeniably enchanting Just like his Axl. 


Tears began to brim Izzy's eyes as he peered into the sky, his lips quivering with the overbearing urge to cry. 
His soul was compelled to Axl, and it felt almost iniquitous that the ginger doubtlessly failed to contemplate the 
same things. 


Izzy was frustrated, compacted with urges that only wronged his troubled head. Nothing could shake the 
thought of Axl, and therefore, everything became about Axl. The sky, the stars in the sky, and even the 


ocean's constant highs and lows reminded him of the other man's capricious moods. 


Yet what urged the tears to finally fall from his hazel eyes was the perspicuous fact that the Axl only he 
knew was the Axl that failed to ever show himself before the anticipating eyes of others. No one saw the 
redness of his soul, nor did they ever witness the stars glinting within the ginger's emerald eyes as he 
discovered joy for the first time. Only zy did. 

No one else could alleviate the man when memories of his horrid past came rushing back. 


Only Zzy had experienced it all, and perhaps that was what made Axl so undoubtedly special to him. 


"fuck" Izzy hissed, running his hands from his face into his hair and grasping onto the unkempt strands 
roughly. He allowed the tears to fall as he bit down onto his lips, stifling a loud sob as he fell back into the 


sand. 


How badly he wanted Axl. 


But how prominent was the fact that he could never have him. 
He brought his knees to his chest, tucking his face into his own intimate cocoon as his kaleidoscopic eyes 
settled on the ocean. A lilting sigh left his lips as the nagging migraine in his head subsided, and as he gazed 


afar, his lips quivered into a frail smile. 


Avocets 


He watched as they soared over the shore, making their arrival just in time to watch the sunrise. Their drab 
feathers blended well with the cobalt water, together contrasting the fiery sky and instantly calming Izzy's 


riveting emotions. 
Just as he reached his hand to wipe away the tears, a soft voice erupted from behind him. 
"Damn, now | see why you love it out here.” 


Izzy snapped his head around, nearly toppling over as he made out Slash's broad figure standing directly behind 
him. The man's usual mocha eyes were illuminated by the sunrise, appearing a rather obscure, unprecedented 

shade of cantaloupe that Izzy had never witnessed before. His wild curls were tied back, revealing his stunning 

caramel skin as he came closer to Izzy, casually perching himself beside the other guitarist as if he hadn't 


completely startled him. 


"Why are you up?" Izzy questioned timidly, watching as the other man pulled out a pack of Marlboro 
cigarettes, sticking one between his lips. He had grown used to the rest of his band mates sleeping through 
their hangovers, sometimes until the crack of dusk depending on just how hammered they were. The sight of 


Slash at a time like this was inordinately eccentric. 


"Steven was snoring like a fuckin’ ogre. Couldn't get any rest," he replied as he pulled his lighter out, pressing 
the diminutive flame against the butt of the cigarette. Izzy chuckled lightly as he imagined what it must've 
been like in there. Slash turned to Izzy as he stuck the joint between his lips, furrowing his brows. "Why are 
you up?" 


Izzy watched as the smoke billowed between them, drifting elegantly through the sea breeze like the flock of 
avocets. "| didn't sleep much at all, actually." He decided against explaining what had occurred with Axl, much 


for the sake of keeping the intimacy as his own personal memory- his step back into the past. 
Slash frowned and lifted the cigarette, offering it to Izzy suggestively. "Looks like you need it." 


Graciously, he took the granted fag, pressing it between his lips and inhaling the nicotine as if it was his only 
lifeline. He could instantly feel his senses dimming as he relaxed into the scene, allowing the ocean breeze to 
waft over him. He then passed it back to Slash, and they continued to do this until the cigarette had 
substantially diminished, deserting them in a long silence. Although, what surprised Izzy the most was how 
comfortable it was. The loss of tension had relaxed him, even relieving the past frustration that had been 
wreaking havoc within his head. Slash was an easy guy to be around, and Izzy felt guilty that he had acquired 
a sense of jealousy throughout the other man's discernible talent. Although he could never be apart of the 
limelight, he found contentment in watching Slash's talent from the sidelines, capturing each and every chord 


and strum with such entrancement. 
Finally, he spoke. 


"Do you like Axl?" 


It was such a childish question, coated with such intrusiveness and curiosity that it almost made himself 
cringe. He watched as Slash's teeth bared as he released a cacophonous chuckle. Was the question that 
amusing? Izzy's face grew red with embarrassment as he quickly brought his attention down to his twiddling 


thumbs. 


"He's a pain in the ass, but ya gotta love him, right?" There was a hint of nostalgia in Slash's voice as he 
emitted the words, perhaps thinking over the ups and downs they've experienced together- all mostly a result 
of Axl's audacious habits. And soon, Izzy found himself grinning too. 


"Yeah. yeah of course," he agreed, but the love he experienced for Axl was entirely different. It wasn't an 
amiable breed of love, nor was it strictly enforced by amusement and thrill. It was a love sprouting from the 
seed of his heart, swelling each time he saw the redhead. It was a love that drove him to brink of pure 
madness, a desire so strong that it almost felt burdening. It was a love that brought tears to his eyes out of 
spite, and out of joy. It was a love that spurred the nostalgia of his past life in Lafayette. 


It was his own love. 


All of which he held solely for Axl Rose. 
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The sweet, mundane scent of the ocean breeze drifting in from the window was rather conventional to Axl- 


who lied on the couch, his legs propped atop the coffee table, and his eyes fixated on the Playboy magazine. 


He sighed in frustration as he scanned the last page, irritably shifting on the couch as he closed the magazine, 
throwing it elsewhere in the living room and rubbing his eyes in annoyance. The tension in his pants had 


become overbearing, and nothing in the magazine had appealed to him. 


He glanced out the window, taking notice of his enigmatic, childhood friend trudging along the shore. Ever since 
they purchased the beach house, it wasn't uncommon to see Izzy strolling around the sand, kicking the water 
and peering amongst the shorebirds that passed over him. Axl never understood the man's mesmerization with 
the beach, along with everything on it. He had settled on the idea that perhaps it had become Izzy's escape, a 
venture into a parallel universe in which he wasn't so caught up in the troubles spiraling around him. But what 


did he know? 


He parted his lips and exhaled loudly, impetuously attempting to find a more comfortable position as he fidgeted 
around the couch. He hadn't satisfied himself in a long while- ever since he had rejected the groupies and ran 
into the bathroom with Izzy. The carnality encompassing him had reached a long high, and now he was at a 


point of complete desperation 


He closed his eyes and thought up the many venereal experiences he endured with women over time, trying to 
spur up an image good enough to get him going. He thought of his ex-girlfriends, groupies he had encountered 
in the past, and women he had seen flashing their bodies around Hollywood. 


But nothing was good enough. 


Discouraged, his eyes fluttered open, shifting towards the window in which he came across Izzy's image yet 
again. Axl watched intently as the man bent over, revealing the delicacy of his fragile body as he plucked a 
seashell out from the sand, his slender fingers grazing sleekly across the grainy surface. 


Curiosity got the best of Axl as he alluded to the sight from the bathroom experience. He recalled Izzy's lean 
body stepping out of the shower with drops of water sliding down his torso, hair drenched and sticking to his 
pallid face as he peered back at the redhead in horror, and the distinct tone-lines stretching across his body 
like art. 


Axl leaned back into the couch, sliding his hand down into his pants as he relived the moment over and over, 
forgetting what had caused the situation to play out in the first place and instead focusing on Izzy's imposing 
semblance. The second his hand made contact with his throbbing erection, he released a long sigh, instantly 


imagining his own hand to be Izzy's. 


A shaky moan escaped his mouth as he rolled his hips, disregarding the betrayal of his own sexuality, and 
succumbing himself within the salacity Izzy had granted him. His breathing had picked up as he envisioned 
Izzy's calloused fingers gliding along his skin, just the way they did with the sand. Sweat began to seep through 
his shirt as he craned his neck back, thrusting his lower body up into his hand and exhaling a contented whine. 
The image of Izzy never felt so surreal, and he ravaged every second of it. He could feel his hair sticking to 
his face as his left hand rubbed down his torso, attempting to gather more pleasure from the lascivious vision 
in his head. He felt himself getting closer, grinding into his hand emphatically as his moans grew louder. Finally, 
he reached his climax, screaming out the name of his fantasy as he collapsed back down on the couch, pulling 


his hand out of his pants and allowing his diaphoretic hair to fall over his face. 
Instantaneously, regret enveloped him. 
What was that? 


The realization that he had just pleasured himself to the image of his male band mate struck him all at once. 
Just as his breathing stabilized, his heart rate picked up. Panic rose within him as he questioned why he would 
ever do such a thing. 


He wasn't gay! 


Axl never acquired feelings for any man he'd ever met, nor had he ever tried picturing them in rather explicit 
situations. It was wrong, and not who he was at all. 


He sat up weakly, looking out the window to see Izzy dragging his feet along the shallow waves, throwing his 
hands in the air like a child as rain began to sprinkle over him. Instant worriment succumbed Axl as he 
watched the bright cerulean in the sky dim to an unpleasant monochrome. A storm was picking up right before 


Izzy, and the guitarist couldn't be bothered. 


Disregarding his antecedent misdeed, he considered that Izzy would easily catch another cold, or perhaps he 
would get sucked in by the accelerating tide. 


Quickly, Axl jumped up from the couch and stumbled towards the backdoor. He ran out, shivering as the brisk 
wind coalesced with the perspiration on his skin. His eyes scanned the beach, settling on Izzy's petite figure 
prancing along the shore like a child, his nose tilted towards the sky as rain dripped down his face. 


Fear riveted through him, the rumbling of thunder from afar flickering a sense of panic through the ginger's 
head as he dragged his feet along the sand, narrowing his focus in on the guitarist. Just as lightening broke 
through the dappled sky, Axl found himself stopping right in his tracks, intently squinting his eyes to get a 


better view of the man. The cryptic, reclusive Izzy he had known since forever was dancing before his eyes, 
caring less for the oncoming storm. Instead, he had embraced it, and his amenity had magically eased Axl's own 


panic. He found his lips curving into a gentle smile, his cheeks warming up as he was compelled to the sight. 
zy Stradlin 


The man who kept him alive throughout his brutal childhood. The man who cared for the band with a maturity 
the others had yet to acquire. He was the one who brought Axl comfort, and he was the one that brought 
him an undeniable extent of jubilation. Without Izzy, how would he be here today? 


Suddenly, it didn't feel wrong to desire such a man. 


His brows furrowed with confusion as he contemplated what his feelings for Izzy had progressed to. And what 


were his feelings for Izzy? 


He watched as Izzy spun in circles, swinging his arms through the waves and sending droplets of saltwater 
flying amongst him, just like crystals. His lips were parted, revealing his slightly crooked teeth as he smiled 
broadly. Axl's heart swelled with fondness, and he soon found himself grinning along with the guitarist. 


Within seconds, he was bounding off of the deck, dashing along the thick sand towards Izzy with a sudden spark 


of adrenaline. 


"Axl?" Izzy came to a stop, breathless as he called the name. The way it rolled off his tongue with such frailty 
and curiosity left Axl absolutely awestruck His name never sounded so perfect, and he never felt so wanted 


just by the emittance of it. "Axl, it's thundering-" 

"Izzy." Axl interceded, shaking away the thought of the brooding storm and instead watching as the man's 
prismatic eyes dilated rapidly. Without thinking, and without taking into account Izzy's concern, he pressed his 
forehead against the other man’s, just as they did in the bathroom. He ignored the dampness of his clothes as 


rain poured over them, only focusing in on the mystifying man before him. 


"Is something wrong, Axl?" Izzy questioned, his voice piqued with concern as he swiped drops of rain off of the 


redhead's cheek. 
"No, Izzy," Axl sighed out, his lips curving with amusement. "In fact, I've never felt so elated" 
Izzy cocked an eyebrow in confusion, simpering delicately as Axl's nose brushed against his own. 


There they stood, amongst the shore in their own intimate circle, caring less for the storm. Perhaps, Izzy 


didn't know for sure what was occurring, but Axl had it all swarming through his head. 


And there was that one prominent thought pivoting through him, the idea that amongst all of the years he 
had spent with Izzy from Lafayette to now, it wasn't only a simplistic sense of admiration that had him 


entranced. 


It wasn't only a friendship. 


It was more. 
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‘Izzy, why are you crying?" 


Smooth fingertips roamed along Izzy's shoulder, as he buried his face into his dampened pillow. He brought his 
knees to his chest, succumbing his sadness to himself within fetal position, and ignoring the other man 


intruding his privacy. Bitterly, he shrugged the hand off and hoarsely spat, "Go away!" 
"Please talk to me, | don't like seeing you this way." 


Steven brought his hand back to Izzy's shoulder, this time gliding his arm around the guitarists feeble torso 
and pulling him into his embrace. Izzy grunted, unhappy with being spooned by the drummer, and vividly 
distressed by the thoughts spiraling throughout his head. 


"Just leave. | don't want to talk," he grumbled, turning his cheek and attempting to wriggle out of Steven's 
grasp. Blond hair tickled his cheek as the drummer only leaned closer, shaking his head as he continued to 


protest the dejected man's orders. "Steven!" He growled in annoyance. 


"C'mon, lz. What's going on?" Steven despised seeing the guitarist so down, especially knowing that it was 
disturbingly infrequent for situations like this to occur. He nuzzled his face into the crook of Izzy's neck, 
erupting a dispirited sigh from the other man. 


"Why doesn't he love me?" Izzy finally spoke, coaxing Steven to sit up in sudden bewilderment. He acquired a 
better view of the despondent man from his new position, admiring the way the moonlight enlivened the 


fairness of Izzy's skin, and highlighted each angle of his face. 
Softly, he brushed a stray tear from Izzy's cheek, and liltingly inquired, "What're you on ‘bout?" 


"He-He just doesn't love me. All he sees me as if his fucking friend as if anything he does just doesn't affect 
him as much as it influences mel" Izzy vented out, sliding a hand into his pomaded hair and gripping at the 


strands in unmitigated frustration. 


As hard as Steven tried to wipe away all of Izzy's tears, they just kept falling and eventually he had given up 
and clasped his hands together, watching helplessly as Izzy curled back into his own intimate cocoon. His body 
shuttered as sobs escaped his lips, revealing the storm taking place within his head. 


"Who doesn't love you.?" The words left Steven's lips a lot less confidently than he had anticipated. He found 


himself confounded by Izzy's sadness, and utterly useless as the guitarist continued to cry. 


Finally, Izzy's eyes had settled on the window, examining the deserted beach from afar. The ocean looked dark 
under the moonlight, resembling a choleric abyss as the tides heightened and descended capriciously. His cries 
had died down to a gentle whimper that left his throat once he caught his lip between his teeth, suddenly 
calmed by the scene before him. Steven watched in curiosity as Izzy lied completely still, silently entranced by 


the world amongst his room. 


‘Its Axl," Izzy finally spoke. Steven leaned closer, furrowing his brows as he attempted making sense out of the 


statement. "The ocean is Axl." 


The blond gazed out the window, capturing the sight of the ocean's somber appearance beneath the moonlight. 
The way it drifted had appeased Steven's head, but it wasn't just the ocean that alleviated Izzy. It was what 


the ocean represented. 


"The tide oscillates like Axl's moods. But even so, its significantly alluring | can't look away, as much as it 


threatens me with it's strength and authenticity. | only want to experience it more and more." 


Steven scooted to the edge of the bed, swinging his feet as he peered at the beach, considering Izzy's analogy 
between Axl and the ocean, yet not quite understanding it the way he should've. 


After a long contented silence, he finally spoke. 
"So you're gay for Axl?" 


Izzy sat up, turning to get a better look at Steven. He wiped his tear-stained cheeks, his lips quivering into a 


frail smile as he found amusement in the drummer's trenchant assumption. Subtly, he nodded his head. 


Steven's eyes bored into Izzy's, examining the pools of green and brown all splashed together in a variegated 


world of entrancement- all of which he directed towards the ambiguous prospect of Axl Rose. 


"How could he not love you, lzzy?" Steven finally replied, his words stunning the guitarist. "You saved him! 


You're his lifeline." 


Izzy only shook his head knowingly. Once upon a time, he was Axl's lifeline. Now, he was a supporting member in 
the redhead's world, doing nothing but trudging around the outskirts of the stage while watching the love of 


his life capture everyone's attention one by one. 


What hurt the most was knowing that Axl no longer needed him. 
There was a time where he was Axl's everything. 


But now, he was merely extraneous. 


"Not anymore, Stevie," Izzy exhaled, reverting his gaze to the ocean, a wistful glint in his nonpareil eyes. 


"Nol" Steven groaned in exasperation, desperate to have his words reasoned with. He wasn't accustomed to 
dealing with Izzy, for it was typically the other way around. But somewhere inside, his heart throbbed at the 
idea that the guitarist was enamored with a man who plausibly felt the same way. "He has to love you, Izzy. 
You can never forget the first person to make you feel wanted That's special, that's something Axl can't 


oversee.” 


Izzy shook his head again. "That's not right, not everyone is the same and not every love story is the same," 
he declared, rolling his eyes as Steven's fingers laced across his dainty wrist, urgently attempting to pull the 


man out of bed. 


"C'mon, Izzy! Get up," the blond whined. He could feel Izzy slightly reclining back into the mattress, desperate to 
hold his ground on the situation 


But Steven was desperate. 


In the blink of an eye, Steven had snaked his arms around the guitarist's torso, pulling the frail man over his 
shoulder and toting him towards the sliding door. Kicking and grunting, Izzy attempted to wriggle out of the 
drummer's embrace. He wasn't quite sure what Steven was planning, yet knew well that he didn't wan to be a 


part of it. 


Carefully balancing Izzy over his shoulder whilst managing to maintain the extra weight, Steven pulled open the 
handle of the astragal, sliding the window and stepping out into the brisk right. 


"What the hell, Steven!" Izzy screamed as the drummer lugged him through the sand. The homely smell of 
saltwater infiltrated his nostrils as the wind harshly swiveled around them. Granules of sand grazed against his 
exposed arms, yanking a slight whimper from his throat at the stinging sensation. Just as he began to chastise 
the blond again, he felt himself falling into the ocean, instantly shrieking as the algid water encompassed his 


body. 


Brutally, the waves thrashed over his head, knocking him off of his feet as he rolled beneath the surface. He 
could feel the darkness sucking him in each time he propelled his body to the top, condemning his lungs to a 


broiling torture. 

Suddenly, he's being pulled to the top, breaking away from the ocean's barbarous grasp as he reaches the 
surface. Air shoots back into his lungs as he inhales sharply, kicking his legs recklessly as he attempted to 
remain afloat. He pushed against the person holding him, thrusting his body atop their torso and holding himself 
above their shoulders, fearful of the water succumbing him again. 


As his stinging eyes looked down, he slapped the culprit straight across their head with pure hatred. 


"SCREW YOU, STEVEN! He roared, audaciously swatting at the drummer while remaining latched onto him. "Why 


the hell would you do that to me?" He cried. He couldn't tell whether the water streaming down his cheeks was 
from the ocean, or from his own eyes. His head pounded as his infuriation grew heavier, and he soon found 


himself enfeebled by the overuse of his own body. 


Weakly, he collapsed down from Steven's shoulders, allowing the blond to hold him bridal style as they trudged 
to the shore. Yet before they could make it onto the sand, Steven propped him down. The guitarist watched as 
delicate ripples of water scurried towards him, encircling his waist before drifting back into the ocean in 
attempt to create a larger wave. He soon found his excessive breathing decreasing to light pants as he stuck 


his hand back into the cold water, daintily bringing it up and watching as droplets trickled down his wrist. 

"It. + contrasts," he finally spoke, breathless and exhausted, yet not minding that Steven had yet to explain his 
ruthless actions. He took another step back into the ocean, feeling the ground beneath his feet drop 
significantly below the dark water. 

"The ocean?" Steven inquired. 

"Is welcoming me back in. just to yank me back down and banish me from the surface," Izzy explained, 
cautiously stepping deeper into the water. He then turned back, his hazel eyes settling upon Steven as his 


brows furrowed with sudden realization. "Just like Axl." 


"He reels you in, but he doesn't feel the same," Steven completes the idea, putting together each piece of the 
puzzle as Izzy nodded, quickly retreating back to the sand whilst dragging the drummer along with him. 


Shivering, he wrapped his own arms around his torso, hugging himself tightly as he reverted his gaze to the 


perilous waves. 


"Things aren't the same anymore," Izzy murmured, gliding his tongue over his trembling lips as he thought up 


the past he endured with Axl. 


"How can that be?" Steven helplessly buried his toes into the sand, watching as the enigmatic man before him 
swayed slightly with the wind's accelerating force. 


And just as another wave came crashing down, coaxing the ocean to draw nearer to their feet, Izzy finally 
gained perspective over the situation. He looked at Steven, watching as the blond shyly shifted his weight, guilt 
shining through his baby-blue eyes. 


Pensively, Izzy's lips curved into a frown, 


"Because we've become estranged." 
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Axl's eyebrows furrowed as he gazed at Izzy, taking notice of the pink tint across the the other man's nose, 
and the distant glint in his reddened eyes. He watched intently as the guitarist fiddled with the feather he had 
discovered earlier, mindlessly spinning it within his index finger and thumb while his eyes bored into the wooden 


counter. 
Finally, he piped up enough courage to ask, "Are you alright, Izzy?" 


He stirred the cup of coffee with a thin black straw, watching as the white hazelnut creamer blended well into 


the decoction. Smoke billowed above the mug, hazing his vision of Izzy before dissipating. 


The abstracted guitarist continued to ignore Axl, as he was caught somewhere within the depths of his 
troubled head. He brushed his fingers along the feather, dusting off granules of sand as he held it towards the 
effulgent kitchen light, his lips curving into a frail smile as he caught a better view of the calamus. 


Impatiently, Axl spun on his heel, quickly flicking the light switch off and resting his hands on his hips crudely. 
He narrowed his eyes as Izzy turned to face him, his features now indistinct within the caliginosity 


encompassing them. 


"What the hell was that for?" Izzy growled, resting the feather down. There was a hoarseness in his voice, 


revealing what Axl had predicted it to be. 
"You've been crying," Axl declared, his voice lilting with concern. "Tell me what's wrong." 


Izzy released a dry laugh, shaking his head as he reverted his attention back to the feather. "You can't just 
assume things, Axl." 


"l'm not assuming," Axl spat, straightening his posture as he glowered at Izzy. "Steven told me you were crying 


last night." 


Fuck you, Steven’ lzzy thought as he bit down on his lip, growing increasingly frustrated with Axl's 
perseverance. He wanted to be left alone, but at the same time, he vied nothing but for Axl to remain within 
his line of sight. He admired the petite shape of the singer's body, and the way the redness of his hair was 
still apparent- even through the darkness. He growled as he quickly tore his gaze away from the ginger, 
running his hands through his hair indignantly. 


This was the problem. 
He wanted Axl so badly that it hurt. 


"Izzy." Axl gently placed his hand on the solemn man's shoulder, the deepness of his voice sending a shiver 


down Izzy's spine as he leaned closer. "Talk to me. Tell me what's going on" 


Izzy spun on the chair, his hands dropping from his hair to capture Axl's wrists in a tight grasp. He watched 
as the ginger's viridian eyes dilated with shock as he leaned in, pressing his forehead against Axl's. He could 
smell the hazelnut aroma billowing from the coffee and encircling them, perhaps even reminding Axl that it 


was getting cold. 
Yet, the singer was completely frozen 


"Does this mean nothing to you?" Izzy finally spoke, his words coated with desperation, and his voice crackling 
with despair. He looked up, his eyes boring into Axl's as he could feel the heat radiating off of the other man. 


"What are you talking about?" Axl inquired shakily. He could feel the rough callouses of Izzy's fingers running 
down his cheek and dancing across his jawline. His face burned with sudden embarrassment as his stomach 
twisted with the guitarists actions, and once again, the other man's rough voice broke through the tension 


grievously. 


"This, Axl. Does this not mean anything to you?" This time, he drew his face closer, his forehead leaving Axl's 
as their noses touched delicately. He could feel the warmness of the singer's cheek as he caressed his face 
gingerly, noting that he was getting to him- whether it be through abashment or provocation But he wanted 
it all. He wanted to know the effect he had on Axl, and he wanted to manipulate that ascendency until the 


redhead was solely his. 
'lzzy." 

"Its a yes or a no the guitarist interrupted ardently. 

"No," Axl stammered, shaking his head violently. "It means nothing to-to me. 
He wasn't gay, it couldn't mean something! 


However, Izzy didn't retreat. 


Instead, he came closer. 


His hand gently glided up Axl's neck, running through the ginger strands and admiring the way the singer 
crumbled beneath his touch. He could smell the mint off of Axl's breath, combining with the saltwater breeze 
flooding in from the open windows of their beach house, and the hazelnut coffee spice enveloping the kitchen 


Every sense in his body felt heightened, as he was in cloud nine within their affinity. 


‘Izzy, this isn't right," Axl murmured, but his reluctance to move told another story. He found himself leaning 
closer until his lips faintly brushed against the guitarist's as he whispered the words, "Why are you doing 
this?" 


"Can't you see?" Izzy asked, his eyes opening and instantly entrancing Axl with their kaleidoscopic enticement. He 
watched as the redhead peered into him, plummeting through his prismatic irises and delving into his soul, 
scouring for the right explanation. But all he saw was a cryptic world of possibilities, all routes leading to a 
dead end- as Izzy was perfectly capable of hiding himself. "This has to mean something." 


Axl thought back to their childhood. He recalled this feeling- the sensation of Izzy's fingers against his skin, 
their body heat entwining, and the complete isolation from the world around them. All they had was each 
other, and that was all Axl ever needed. Izzy had protected him from his own fears, he had eased the 
trepidation, and he had healed each wound. 


What was he saying? 
This wasn't nothing 


"Please let it mean something." Izzy whispered, right before leaning closer and pressing his lips gently against 


Axts. 


And God it meant everything to Axl- who melted right into Izzy's embrace. He salvaged the smell of saltwater 
trailing off of the man's dark hair as he gingerly ran his fingers through each strand, and he savored the faint 
taste of nicotine across his best friend's lips. 


But somewhere inside, he knew it was wrong. 


He pulled back, watching as Izzy gawked at him with pupils fully expounded, and lips reddened. Right there in the 
obscurity of the kitchen, the coffee no longer mattered. Nor did the distant sound of waves crashing against 
the shore from outside, and neither did the feather that was swaying delicately across counter as wind 
lingered in from the bay window. What mattered was the anxiety pivoting through his bones, and the sudden 
spark of remorse flashing through his eyes like lightening. 


"fuck, Izzy, what the helll" He instantly exclaimed, hurriedly backing away from the guitarist with a newfound 
sense of dubiety. "You shouldn't of done that. Its wrong, |-" 


"Spare me," Izzy exhaled, snapping his head away from Axl as sheer humility traveled through his body and 
sent waves and waves of nausea flowing through his head. He could feel himself zoning out as the beat of his 
heart grew vigorous- to the extent where he could hear it pulsating, and the look of ferment casted upon 


Axl's face only made everything worse. "Just- whatever, Axl. That was stupid of me." 


Izzy stood up, grasping the feather gently before granting the redhead one sharp gaze. His feet were grounded 
as he saw the remorse swiveling through Axis chartreuse eyes, yet it was veneered by the scowl tugging his 


swollen lips. Had he fucked up that badly? 


Before he could distance himself and begin digging his own grave, Axl's deep voice emitted words that could 


only prick tears against Izzy's solemn eyes. 


"Yeah, it was stupid" 
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Axl was thinking too much. 
Or perhaps he wasn't thinking at all. 


He felt his control over himself slipping away as he stormed down the Sunset Strip, a half-empty bottle of 
Jack grasped firmly in his hands, and a cigarette hanging from the corner of his mouth. The chains wrapped 
around his boots clambered with each step he took, turning heads from captivated pedestrians, and even those 
zipping down the road in their gaudy vehicles. 


He swung his hair over his shoulder as sweat beaded down his bare chest, too transfixed with the brooding 
thought of Izzy to button his shirt. As he rounded the corner, stomping into a compacted apartment complex, 
he took a deep breath and closed his eyes. 


He stepped up to the door, images of Izzy reappearing in his head. He shook them away, inhaling enough nicotine 
to blind his senses. He could feel the plumpness of his own lips as he pulled the joint from between them, 
snuffing it against the door while debating knocking. The sensation of Izzy's lips against his own surged blood to 
his cheeks, and as desperately as he tried to rid himself of the troubling memory, it was shooting back into 


his head like the rush of a reckless high. 


He had waltzed all this way for what? It wasn't like knocking on apartment IZ was going to disperse each issue 
he had back at the beach house, and the alcohol was only making him queasy. 


He propped his arm against the door, resting his forehead against his wrist and closing his eyes, heaving a long 
sigh. Nausea passed over him as he allowed the bottle to fall from his fingertips, crashing against the floor 
and sending shards of glass dancing across the doorstep. Just as his conscious swayed, the door was yanked 
open, knocking him off balance and sending him into the arms of someone he was too dazed to recognize. 


"Holy shit! Hey-hey man, take it easy!" The person tightened their grasp around Axl's torso, carefully dragging 
him inside of the apartment. The mixed smell of liquor, lavender, and nicotine infiltrated the singer's nose, 


hauling him back to his senses as he released a loud yelp. 


"Don't touch mel" He spat, jerking forward and stumbling slightly before catching his balance. He looked up, his 
eyes narrowing as he made out the person before him. Sickly pale skin, and intense azure eyes contrasting the 


loud darkness of the man's hair, his cherry-red lips parting into a look of pure astonishment. 


"Tracii." Axl breathed out, releasing a breath of relief as he relaxed himself. "Tracii. God, Tracii!" 
"What the hell got into you?" Tracii interrogated, his eyes roaming over the redhead's body cautiously. 


Memories of times where he would audaciously dash to this very apartment flooded back into Axl's head. He 
recalled the nights where he screamed and cried for Tracii to open up, complaining that he had lost the spare 
key and then revealing the deep cuts and bruises scattered across his torso. Tracii would hold him in his lap, 


tenderly dabbing each wound with a sensitivity Axl wasn't well adjusted to. 
But all the ginger would think up in moments like those was the fact that Tracii was not Izzy. 


Tracii didn't know how gnarly the laceration had been only months before his arrival in Hollywood. Tracii didn't 


know how to offer Axl space, nor did he understand how arduous it felt to admit his own dilemmas. 


But Izzy did, and perhaps the sorrowful memory of the sable-haired rhythm guitarist was what brought tears 
to Axis eyes. 


"Wait wait, no, don't cry. | was only concerned-" 


"That's not it you fool!" Axl hissed, flailing his hand at Tracii before wiping his tears bitterly. He could feel the 
other man tense as he was now confounded, unsure of what he could do to make the situation better. "It's me, 


hell! I'm such an idiot, Tracii." 


"D'ya wanna talk about it?" Tracii questioned, bunglingly shifting his weight. Axl glared at him. He never wanted 
to talk about it, but of course only Zzy knew that. Tracii's tongue glided over his lips as he murmured, "Guess 


not." 

Axl slumped down on the familiar couch, recognizing the feeling of the afflictive spring prodding at him from 
beneath the cushion. After the amount of hangovers passed on this couch, it was battered and worthless, yet 
Tracii was seemingly ‘too-busy' to scour out a new one. He leaned his head back, tilting his chin towards the 
low ceiling as a shallow breath escaped his lips. "I can't stop thinking about him." 

Tracii silently perched himself beside Axl, grunting as he felt the spring jerk towards his tailbone. His head 
swayed slightly, but he rubbed his neck, beckoning the redhead to continue with his acute gaze. Axl's eyes 
squeezed shut as each event ran through his head. 

"He kissed me this morning, y'know?" 


Silence. 


"And | jerked off to him like. a couple days ago." 


Silence. 
"He's too much, and he makes me feel too much. | don't know what the hell I'm supposed to do." 
Silence. 


"Dude, are you even fucking listening-" Axl was cut off by his own screech as he jumped from the couch, 
staring down at the other man in pure petrification. 


Tracii's eyes were rolled back, his head lolled over his shoulder as foam bubbled along the corner of his mouth. 
His body convulsed right before he fell limp into the cushions, resembling a rag doll with the failure of his own 
strength. 


Axl stifled a loud sob as he hurriedly verged upon Tracii, lifting his head and checking his pulse with shaky 
hands. 


"Tracii?" He whimpered, slapping the other man's cheek harshly. His eyes roamed over the unconscious body 


before him, tears streaming down his face as he grappled at his own hair in consternation. And finally, he 


caught sight of it. 


A puncture-a distinct bloodied nick right along the man's radial nerve, purple blotches of skin and dried blood 
centering around it and disclosing the exact result of his bereaving condition. 


"fuck, shit!" Axl pushed himself away from Tracii, then scrambling towards the coffee table. He picked up the 
receiver, trepidatiously dialing “Il as he shook his head vigorously. Just as a deep voice erupted from the line, 
he released a strangled cry, turning back to his unconscious friend as he knowingly spurred the words, ‘Please 


help, I-I think my friend overdosed on heroin" 


Izzy leaned against the lidded toilet, nuzzling his head into his forearm as a breathy groan pushed through his 
lips. The prominent smell of piss and alcohol burned his nose, yet the filthy reminder of the lack of sanitation 
in the bathroom failed to disrupt his position. He could feel a tickling sensation traveling along his other arm, 

and as he slitted his eyes, he was able to distinguish the brooding sight of crimson blood surging through the 


puncture of his vein. 


His head lolled back as he grew nauseas from the sight. He pressed his arms against the bowl of the toilet, 
weakly propelling himself back against the tub before huffing out in exhaustion. His legs sprawled out before 
him, and his arms fallen limply beside his malnourished torso, he never felt so worthless. He had spent hours 


recognizing the stupidity of his own actions. 


He was a fool for kissing Axl, and he was a fool for expecting anything out of it. 


His attention narrowed in on the glistening spoon displayed beneath the fluorescent bathroom light, an empty 
needle right beside it. Tears glossed his eyes and blurred his vision as his head fell back against the wall of the 
tub, a breathless sob escaping his lips as he brought his knees to his chest. 


Thoughts continued to run through his head, and as much heroin as he injected into himself, nothing could 


shake away the thoughts of Axl. 
He needed more. 


And so another shot had progressed to a second, and suddenly, he found himself with his cheek pressed 
against the brumal bathroom tiles, the world spinning recklessly around him as soft hums flowed from his 
mouth melodically. The impending sensation of the drug rushed through his body, distracting him from his 
nagging thoughts as he peered at the blood beginning to pool around his arm. The velvet darkness of his own 
blood mesmerized him for a terse moment before he found himself craning his body forehead to vomit out 


every lasting substance broiling through his stomach. 

He was disgusted, whether it be by himself, or the environment he was situated in. The piss-stained toilet, the 
track-stained tiles, the rusted tub, and even the shattered mirror- all of it reminding him that his life had 
crept down the drain faster than he would've ever assumed it could. 

In this bathroom- this atrocious drug den- there was no ocean reminding him of the beauties of the world, 
the beauty that was Axl Rose. There were no avocets signaling freedom amongst waves and waves of angst, 
and there was no sea-breeze to alleviate his senses. 

There were four walls marked with rust, and there were algid tiles soaked with blood. 


His own blood. 


His nose scrunched at the taste of bile and liquor on his tongue as he slumped into the corner of the 


bathroom, turning his head away from the sight of his own blood. 


Axl would've called this pathetic. 


But what more could he have expected out of Izzy? 

"Get out of my head!" Izzy cried, biting his lip as his fingers laced into strands of his own pomaded hair, 
tugging at them until his scalp began to throb. His eyes squeezed shut as he thrashed his head back against 
the wall, feeling the sharp pain flaring through his skull almost instantaneously. 


And he did it again-again and again. He could feel thick, cold blood trailing down the back of his neck, creeping 
along his spinal chord, but he didn't stop. 


Not until his conscious failed. 
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Izzy woke up in the arms of someone he was too disoriented to recognize. His eyes dilated obnoxiously as they 
slowly scanned the room, focusing unsteadily upon the sight of maroon curtains dancing over a broad window. 
His gaze then drifted to his arm, a sudden sense of nausea wafting over him as he made out a vivid white 
gauze wrapped neatly around his elbow. There was no blood seeping through the cloth, signaling that it had 
been tended to by none other than the person embracing him tightly. 


He looked up, breathing out a long sigh at the sight of long blond hair. The ocean's reflection breaking through 
the astragal danced along the man's pallid skin as he slept soundly, long eyelashes flittering ever-so-slightly as 
Izzy shifted to get a better view. His dark eyebrows knitted now and then, revealing he was amidst a tense 
dream, yet just as Izzy sat up, his eyes shot open 


"Duff." Izzy exhaled, wincing as he began to feel the soreness of his own arm. 


"Hey," the blond murmured, his voice rasped yet affable as he slowly reached out to flick the glistening ring 
attached to Izzy's nose. The guitarist couldn't help but crack a frail smile as he leaned back into Duff's 
embrace, feeling the delicate touch of the bassist's hand running through his hair. "How are you feeling?" 


Izzy thought back to the night before, the burdening image of Axl, the worthless feelings he experienced, and 
the heroin injected into his system- all of which contributing to his measly chagrin His eyes clamped shut, his 


body tensing as he wished to exterminate the memory. 


"You don't have to talk about it," Duff reassured after a drawn-out silence, unlacing his fingers from Izzy's 


hair before cautiously trailing them around the brim of his gauze. "You scared the shit out of me, lz" 


Izzy nuzzled his head into the crook of Duff's neck, holding back a soft whimper as tears glossed his tired 
eyes. It was all beginning to feel wrong, especially the idea that his epiphanies of being an inferior part of Axl's 
life had not only burdened himself, but his best friends too. He wanted to scream about how his own esteem 
misled him, how things wouldn't of ended up so bad if he only recognized how contemptible he truly was. He 
wanted to hiss at Steven for ever finding out his secret, and he wanted Duff to realize that assisting him was 


only a waste of time. 
But for some reason, he couldn't emit a single word. 


"Why do you let him get to you like this?" Duff questioned, but something about his tone of voice alerted Izzy 
that he was mainly speaking to himself. "God, | fucking hate Axl-" 


"No." Izzy sat up, daring to glare at the bassist as he self-consciously held his bandaged arm close to his 


chest. He couldn't believe the words, as much as Duff wanted to admit them. 
Izzy didn't have the pride. 


He didn't have the pride to admit that Axl rejecting him was a mistake. He didn't have the pride to admit that 
he shouldn't have ever shot up. He didn't have the pride to admit that all of his own contempt was a reason to 


hate Axl Rose. 


"You can't hate him, Duff," he mustered up, Turning away to face the window. He watched as the waves 
clambered against the dock before being sucked back in, the heavy sound seeping through the walls and ringing 
through his ears like a nostalgic lullaby. The image of Axl reappeared, a semblance of fiery red hair cascading 
down milky-white skin, and eyes of moldavite and larimar gazing back at him with an intensity strong enough to 


tug Izzy's heart. 

How could anyone hate someone so angelic and nonpareil? 

"Izzy, he's caused you so much pain," Duff murmured, his eyes softening as he looked over the guitarists 
wounded arm. There was a glint of expectancy in his eyes, a knowingness of Izzy's unprecedented devotion to 
Axl. But deeper into Duff's jaded eyes, there was fear. There was the soul that wept silently for his friend's 
self-loathing torture, the soul that tried desperately to defend a worthless cause. It was the soul who watched 


someone as reclusive as Izzy beat themself up day after day over someone as audacious as Axl. 


He could never change Izzy's love for Axl, and that alone frightened him. How much could someone love before 
it twinges tribulation? 


"He didn't cause any of this," Izzy told, his voice sharp as he bitterly enforced the words. "This was my own 


fault." 

"Izzy-" 

Duff was caught off just as the room door whisked open, their eyes capturing a mane of dark, curly hair and 
panicked mocha eyes. Slash gawked at them for a long moment, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he 
attempted regaining his breath- revealing he had dashed down here hurriedly. Duff stared at him for a long 
moment, taking in the sight of the man's oversized outfit before seething, "Are you wearing my shirt?" 

Slash hunched over as he caught his breath, straining out the words, "That doesn't matter!" 


"It kinda does because you never shower!" 


"That's not fucking true-" 


"What's wrong, Slash?" Izzy interrupted their mini fit, glowering at the other guitarist with half-assed interest. 
That was until Slash exhaled the words, "Axl just called." 


Izzy tensed, and Duff's eyes flashed back to him with a look of pure concern. Slowly, Izzy emphatically uttered 
the question, "What did he say?" 


"It was about Tracii. the fucker overdosed on heroin," Slash told, and Izzy felt his heart shatter into zillions of 
little pieces, sinking into his body and impaling his organs sharply. Air exuded from his body, rushing blood to 
his face as he gasped loudly, almost collapsing over the bed before Duff instinctively wrapped his arms around 
his frail torso. 


"Hey, its alright-" Duff's words were stolen from his mouth as Izzy shoved him away, instantly releasing a 
loud screech as pain shot up his bandaged arm. He fell back into the corner of the room, burying his head in 
his hands as he choked on a sob. Eyes grazed into his pathetic figure, yet he was shrouded by his own 
thoughts. 


Tracii overdosed on heroin, and Axl was there to witness it. 


What would he do if he found out Izzy had done the same? Would he be livid, disappointed, and most 


importantly, would he despise Izzy? 


Just as a familiar lump formed in his throat, he was yanked from his consuming thoughts by the feeling of 


cold, calloused fingers gliding down his arm, a soft voice inquiring the words, "God Izzy. what is this?" 


His head raised from his hands, perceiving Slash's knitted brows as he gently stroked his thumb along the 
gauze. Duff sat on the edge of the bed with a beaten look on his face, and just behind him, leaned against the 


doorframe, Steven had appeared at the scene, his eyebrows raised with sudden concern. 
They all stared at him expectantly, and he couldn't tell whether it was pity in their eyes, or pure apprehension 
In that moment, Izzy never desired death more. 


He hated the attention. He hated feeling displayed to them like a dressed corpse. He hated that they cared, and 
he hated the idea that they felt obliged to. 


As much as he wanted to scream the words go away‘ his voice had shriveled up somewhere within his 
morose soul. He felt himself being pulled into Slash's lap, his frail figure enveloped into a supple grasp as the 
other man carefully whispered words he was too dejected to distinguish. Approaching him cautiously, Steven 


and Duff knelt beside them, and as Izzy strained himself to face them, he was able to make out the distinct 


tears streaming down the drummer's face. 


Why did they have to care? 
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When the four men walked into the hospital, Axl was a bit perplexed by the sight of Slash's arm draped across 
Izzy's waist, yet he didn't admit it. He met them halfway down the hallway, flashing the rhythm guitarist a 


sharp glance before murmuring the words, "Tracii's just down this way.’ 


"We're not here to see him," Slash spoke quickly. "Quite frankly, we don't care about him. We're here to drag 


your ass home." 


Axl gaped at the guitarist, taken back by the harshness of not the words, but instead the tone of Slash's 
voice. Although he was hurt, he wasn't going to reveal it. He clenched his teeth, his eyes averting to Duff, who 


seemed to always be the more reasonable one of the group. "lm not going home." 


"Yes, you are," Slash spat, releasing his grasp on Izzy before stepping in front of Duff, sizing Axl up with a 
sharp glare. 


"No, I'm not." 

"Yes, you are." 

"No, l'm not!" 

"Yes, you-" 

"Cut it out!" Izzy interceded, the sonority of his voice appalling them all. He glared at Axl for a long moment, 
his eyes taking in each and every detail- just the way he did in [982 when Axl made his second appearance 
back into his life, bitterly enforcing the desperation to never have to do it again. His eyes cherished the sight 
of the singer's long copper hair cascading down to the incline between his chest and stomach, the paleness of 
his torso revealed starkly beneath his unbuttoned shirt. He inhaled sharply, attempting to disregard the sight 
of Axl's bare chest before him as he flashed his gaze towards the nurse hurriedly scampering towards them. 


"You must be visiting-" 


"No, they're actually leaving right this instant," Axl arbitrated, slitting his eyes at his band mates heatedly 


before granting the nurse a coy smirk. "You wouldn't mind excusing us for a moment, honey?" 


"Of. OF course not," she murmured, heat flaring to her cheeks before she dismissed herself from the scene. 
Izzy had to refrain from gagging on the spot. 


Almost instantaneously, Axl's eyes dilated with an intensity so perturbing that Slash had sunk beside Duff, 
rather than upholding himself before the group with the same tenacity he acquired only minutes before. The 
ginger waited until the nurse was out of sight before hissing the words, "If you're not here for Tracii, then 


get the fuck out!" 


"Axl, it's been a full day! You need to come home, you need to eat, and you need to-" Steven paused as he 


looked over the singer's appearance, "You need to change." 


"What's wrong with my outfit?" Axl scrunched up his nose, looking over himself as if it was completely normal 


to roam around hospitals half-dressed. 
"What snt wrong with your outfit?” Duff meddled. 


"Guys, seriously," Izzy groaned, vividly irritated with the callowness of his band mates. He dared to look Axl in 

the eye, nearly losing himself in the midst of those emerald irises. He watched as they glowered back at him, 

distinctly irked, yet beyond their troubled demeanor, Izzy knew there was more. He tore his gaze away, parting 
his lips to release a gentle sigh. "Axl, we're here because we care about you." 


"What about Tracii? If none of you are here for him then | might as well be!" Axl exclaimed, flailing his arm 
back at the seemingly endless hall behind them, referring to the area that Tracii was most definitely staying in. 
Izzy winced as he imagined what the latter must've felt like- a sore body, the ruthless spur of nausea, 


perhaps the burdening thoughts of something he couldn't rid himself of without the assistance of heroin. 


"We're not leaving here without you," Izzy spoke again, this time, more emphatically. Axl pursed his lips, taking 
over the rhythm guitarists semblance with an expression of pure virulence, as if Izzy had waltzed in the 
hospital with the only intention of destroying his life. He scanned over the man's denim jacket, the purple scarf 
wrapped around his neck securely and just behind it, the terse appearance of his collarbones, a dark beaded 
necklace contrasting the fairness of his glistening skin. And hell, as much as he wanted to kick each of them 
out of the building, Izzy made it seem much harder. 


"And I'm not leaving here without Tracii," Axl said, looking over each of them with resentment dripping from 


his tone. 


Slash sighed, running a hand through his mess of curls and spinning on his heel, turning his back to Axl before 
telling the other three, "Good luck, ain't look like we're gettin’ him anywhere." 


Steven huffed, grasping the other guitarists wrist and yanking him back towards the group before narrowing 
his eyes at Axl. "Listen man, we didn't come all this way just to turn back without you. Can you at least just 


come home and get some rest?" 


"Fuck that!" Axl seethed, and Izzy watched as the singer's demeanor oscillated with an almost stupefying grasp 
of antagonism. "You think I'm just gonna go home and rest when my best friend just overdosed on fucking 


heroin? You're insane- all of youl" 


Izzy looked down, bobbing his leg agitatedly as Steven and Slash slowly backed into his shadow. He felt a hand 
benevolently caress his shoulder, and when he turned his head, he was able to capture Duff's commiserating 


veneer. 
"Axl S 


"Let me handle it," Izzy intervened, gazing at Duff, his eyes pleading for something he wasn't quite sure of. The 
bassist looked at him skeptically, turning back to Slash and Steven for any type of assistance, yet the two only 
shrugged their shoulders helplessly. "Please, Duff," Izzy continued, distasteful of the desperation in his own 
voice. "Go home, all three of you. I'll stay." 


Duff frowned, shifting his weight as he contemplated the demand. The impatient scoff emitted by Axl did not 


go unnoticed. 

"If anything goes wrong you'll tell us, right?" Duff asked, peering at Izzy with a childlike glint in his eyes. The 
concern was evident in his voice, and as much as Izzy despised the idea of being cared about, something in his 
heart began to swell. He nodded his head subtly, watching as Duff's olive eyes averted to Axl one last time 
before he turned on his heel, beckoning Steven and Slash to follow. 


After a terse period of silence, Axl spoke first. 


If you're here to repeat the same exact argument over again, then you might as well follow the other 


stooges." 

A dry laugh escaped Izzy's lips, and his heart fluttered once he caught the gentle crack of a smile upon the 
ginger's face. Yet as quick as it came, it dispersed, leaving them scrutinizing one another with an expectancy 
drawn upon their eyes. 

‘|. | think that's pointless now," Izzy said, mindlessly sticking his hands into his pockets. 

"Then why are you still here?" 


"Because. You are." 


Axl sealed his lips, and his astringent expression dispelled for only a split second before his brows furrowed. 


"What the hell is all of this for, Izzy?" 


"What are you-" 


"Us, l'm talking about us Things were normal, and-and then you find some way to always change things. You 


find some way to make things better, and | fucking hate it! | hate you for it!" 


Axl was hysterical, and Izzy was deemed absolutely bewildered as each word pierced into his soul like a shot of 
heroin He watched as tears glossed the singer's chartreuse eyes, and that was the very moment Izzy pinned 
what was hidden beneath that barbarous exterior. 


The corrupted teen he once knew in Lafayette stared back at him, words of fear and desperation spelled 
against the tip of his tongue, yet teeth grazing his own lips banishing them from ever coming out. He could see 
Bill Bailey- Ais Bill Bailey- cowering into the corner of the room, holding his knees close to his chest as he 
begged his only friend to make it all go away. He begged the helpless Jeffrey Isbell to talk him out of doing 
something stupid, and he begged the enamored boy to make it all Letter. 


That was Jeffrey's job. 
That was kzy's job. 


To make it all better. 

He was always going to make it better. 

"Axl," he exhaled slowly, cautiously approaching the distraught singer. His arm elongated, his thumb brushing 
delicately over the hot tear gliding down the redhead's contorted cheek. He felt Axl flinch under his touch, yet 
in reluctance to move, his poignant eyes remained fixated upon the guitarist. "We don't have to change things," 
Izzy told softly, his hand dropping from Axl's face to his neck, carefully guiding the ginger into his embrace. 
"Nothing has to change." 

Axl leaned back, his eyes boring into Izzy's. "What if it needs to change?" 


"What do you-" 


"Axl Rose? Which of you is Axl Rose?" A voice erupted from behind them, and Izzy's eyes nearly rolled into 
the back of his head as yet another nurse bounded towards them. Axl leaped out of Izzy's grasp, attempting 
to feign an affable smile, yet failing as heat rushed to his cheeks. 


"That's-That's me," he stammered, scratching his neck and refusing to meet Izzy's disturbed glare. The nurse, 


a lanky figure with a blonde pixie-cut, glanced between them both, as if realizing something had occurred. 
"Your friend-" She looked back down at the clipboard in her hands, "Tracy Richard Irv-" 


"Yeah, yeah, what about him?" Axl interrupted. 


"He's requesting you. He just woke up." 

She edged a little to the wall, most likely granting Axl space to send Izzy off, and the guitarist couldn't help but 
feel slightly betrayed by Tracii's request for his Axl. Yet he said nothing, watching expectantly as the ginger 
turned back to him. 


And to his greatest surprise, Axl meekly emitted one request. 


"Stay. You said you'll always be there, so stay." 
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As hours passed, the hospital grew more disconcerting to Izzy. 


He watched as people pranced through the halls, some with faces of pure relief, other with grief spelled 
across their eyes. He watched newborns wrapped in blue and and pink blankets depart through the exit, and he 
watched woman with swollen stomachs roll in from each corridor. As he continued down the hall, desperate to 
escape the suffocating tension riveting between Axl and Tracii, he was able to capture the oppressing sight of 
a man restrained against a bed, a breathalyzer over his head as a cohort of three to five doctors swarmed 
around him. Izzy watched as the man's body convulsed rapidly, vomit shooting from his throat as the medics 
timorously pushed him on his side. 


Izzy's lips quivered at the sight, yet his eyes were unable to shift. A part of him was taken away as the 
doctors wheeled the man across the hallway and towards the ER. A part of him was the man who coherently 
overdosed, and a part of him was Tracii, who was bedridden and absolutely distraught under Axl's ruthless 


interrogation. 


But a part of him was still here. A part of him was looked no different in comparison to a healthy person, 
someone who appeared stable and refined A part of him was lucky, while others facing the same dilemma 


suffered the greater consequence. 


As people trailed in from each corridor, he traipsed slowly into the nursing division His eyes softened as he 
gazed through the spotless window, watching intently as two nurses gently tended to newborns, securely 


wrapping each of them as if they were snow globes ready to shatter in only seconds. 


The idea of kids never appealed to Izzy, especially not when he fell in love with another man. But somewhere 
inside, he found something endearing within the sight of frue innocence- innocence not fractured by the 
cruelties of the world they had yet to wander amongst, but innocence preserved by parents and nurses 
patrolling them within onesies and velutinous blankets. He wondered if his own mama oversaw him in an area 
like this, perhaps burdened by her own marriage, but devoting herself to a boy yet to wander amidst the 
tragic counterparts of life. He wondered if she expected her Jeffrey Isbell to run from home, or perhaps lose 
himself within drugs and rock n'roll. 


Perhaps from where she saw the world, life was to be fulfilled in each and every direction, and despite which 
of those directions you stepped into, something was going to happen. Life didn't just stop once you made a 


wrong turn. Instead, it continued on no matter how worthless it could've been. It was up to him to stop it, or 


take another turn- another step into a different direction. 


If Mama had known he would've strolled down a path where he unfortunately fell in love with the mistreated 
Bill Bailey from across the street, she wouldn't of ever let his innocence cruise from her protection. She 
wouldve kept him in that velutinous blanket, and she would've patrolled him with every lasting bit of love 


within her tender soul. 
And God, how much did Izzy miss Mama? 


Izzy breathed out a long sigh, his fingertips softly dragging along the glass just the way they did with the 
astragal. A sense of wonderment was spiraling through his gaze, and never once in his life did he feel the 
bubbling urge to embrace a boodle of innocence. Never once did he miss the consolation he sought after in the 


words of his gypsied mother, and never once did he take regard in her pledging smiles. 
Not until now, where every inch of his body yearned for the mere idea of home. 


Home was where Mama awaited his presence at the doorstep. Home was where he biked down the streets until 
dusk arrived, weed cloying at his system, and songs by Pink Floyd thrifting through his head like an everlasting 


resonation. 


Home was where Bill Bailey snuck into his bed as midnight passed slowly, wrapping gangly arms around his waist 


and pleading that he'll get them out of Lafayette eventually. 


And perhaps that was what made it so hard. 
Perhaps leaving home only mattered when Bill Bailey became a part of it. 


Izzy frowned, turning on his heel and slowly detaching himself from the scene. He left the nursery, his heart 
spelled under a feeling of wistfulness, and his mind drawn back into an antecedent pavilion of nostalgia. When he 
made it back to the hospital room, he was astonished to find the redhead curled in fetal position atop the 
ancillary couch, and Tracii mindlessly flipping through pages of a Playboy magazine in the comfort of his 
hospital bed. He seemed meekly interested in one page, his fingertips gliding down from the corner of the paper 
and towards his lip as he scanned the section intently. Izzy chuckled slightly, erupting the other man from his 
thoughts as he quickly slammed the magazine shut. 


"Is just me, it's alright," Izzy reassured, rolling his eyes as he leaned against the doorframe. His brows then 
furrowed as he looked over Tracii's condition His skin was paled, his cerulean eyes dimming to a vast calcite. 
Sweat glistened off his wrinkled forehead, his lips crackled and fading. 

He leaned back against the bed, releasing a soft breath. "Didn't know you were still here." 


"| was in the nursery," Izzy murmured. 


"| don't recall having a baby." A frail smirk was playing on Tracii's lips, earning an amused eye roll from the 


other man. He glanced back at Axl, watching as the redhead stirred slightly in his sleep, drool traveling down 
from the corner of his lip to his chin. "Take him home, will ya? He's been here for. God, | don't even know how 


long we've been here." 


"Already tried," Izzy informed, huffing at Axl who had antecedently refused any suggestion of going home. His 
brows then furrowed as he turned back to Tracii. "Why was he with your" 


The latter closed his eyes, attempting recall each memory. "He showed up at my door. well, he kinda fell over 


me. He was panicking about some event that occurred." 
"Did he tell you what happened?" Izzy asked, yet a part of him was very keen on the anticipated answer. 


"He started crying.. said something about some guy he couldn't quit thinking about. | don't remember anything 
after that," Tracii explained. Izzy searched his expression for any sense of deceit, yet the bedridden man only 
peered back at him earnestly, vulnerability pivoting through his eyes. 


As much as Izzy preferred to believe Axl was going on about someone else, it only made sense that he was 
the topic of the discussion happening only seconds before Tracii's conscious slipped. He wanted to believe he 
hadn't caused tears to pour from the redhead's eyes, and he wanted to believe he didn't trouble Axl's mind as 
much as Axl troubled his. 


But it was inevitable. 
"He's been. good, right?" 


Izzy was yanked from his morose thoughts by Tracii's lilting voice. He tilted his head, glancing back at Axl in 
confusion. "What d'ya mean?" 


"Well, since | left, y'know? He's always been with you, so." Tracii's voice trailed off, and Izzy stared at him 
expressionlessly. He would've gladly admitted that Axl had been doing wonderful until Tracii decided to overdose 
on heroin and traumatize the redhead- yet that felt like hypocrisy, and Izzy was too despondent to give 
contradicting news. Therefore, he simply shrugged. 


"You don't even know how he is?" Tracii sat up, and Izzy was debating telling him to take it easy, yet was 
interrupted by the hospitalized man's castigation. "What kind of friend are you if you don't even care about 
him? He depended on you for fuck's sake!" 


"You don't know anything," Izzy spat, his voice faltering as nurses passing by glanced at them through the 


broad window. "Where were you for the past six years?" 


"Where was P Where were you You just got up and left the apartment the minute people started giving a shit 


about our music!" 


"You just got up and left the band!" 


"Because of you and Axl, and all of your stupid, malevolent, one-sided, bullshit arguments!" Tracii was seething 
with anger as venom tainted his words. He glowered at Izzy with a newfound spark of animosity burning 
through his eyes. "Listen Izzy, shit changed once you two reunited. What was the point of being a band if all 


the attention was swept onto an unrequited romance?" 
"A wha" Izzy couldn't help his voice from cracking as heat rose to his cheeks. He consciously glanced at Axl, 
whose eyebrows knitted now and then as his positions changed in his slumber. Tracii followed his gaze, lowering 


his voice as he spoke. 


"You're not telling me you dealt with being pushed behind Axl's limelight for the past seven years without any 
emotional reason behind it. Sure money's good, but seriously? He's fucking Axl Rose!" 


"What's your fucking point, Tracii?" Izzy pressed, pinching the bridge of his nose in frustration. He hated being 


derided for his own personal decisions, but most importantly, he hated how reasonable Tracii sounded. 
"C'mon, Izzy? Even | wouldn't be able to put up with him for more than a year!" 
Izzy's blood was broiling. 


He glared at Tracii, a spur of betrayal shooting through his body as if he was Axl Rose himself, listening to 


the words of deceit from a man he had benevolently saved. 
"You just don't know how to," he told, not providing Tracii another glance before booting towards Axl, roughly 
shaking the latter awake. The ginger's head lolled back as he grumbled something incoherent, but Izzy wasn't 


patient. He shook him again, firmly pulling him up from the couch. "Get up, we're leaving." 


Axl's eyes shot open, taking a moment to adjust to the blanched walls and effulgent hospital lighting before 
shaking his head. "No-No, | said I'm not-" 


"We're not having this fucking argument!" Izzy bellowed, his voice vociferously echoing throughout the white 
room as nurses stopped by the window, watching them with unease. Axl cowered into the taller man's 


threatening aura as something familiar danced through his emerald irises. 


Izzy recognized it as fear. 


But he was too bitter, too upset, and too exhausted to spend another second in the room. 
| said we're leaving, and that's final." 


This time, Axl didn't argue. 
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Axl and Izzy were succumbed by an unsettling reticence as they entered the beach house, not daring to greet 
their worried band mates as they simply parted ways- Axl stomping upstairs hurriedly, and Izzy secluding 
himself within his bedroom at the furthest corner of the house. 


The moment he slipped into the room, he alluded to the sight of the ocean, pressing his face against the 
window as shallow breaths escaped his lips. He watched as the sun's departing reflection quivered with the 
rippling of the callous waves, dark clouds looming over the vast tides signaling nothing more than an oncoming 
storm. Sand drifted along the docks, even onto the window as the wind's howling reverberated through the 
house. He could feel the fenestration shaking with the weather's barbarous force, urging him to take two long 
strides away from it. 


In only seconds, rain beat down upon the beach, pattering against the house callously. Thunder cracked through 
the air, billowing amongst the area with a sound contentious and brutal, reminding Izzy of a gunshot as it 
shook the walls of the house. He crept onto his bed, leaning back against the headboard and watching as the 
waves thrashed and surpassed the unstable dock. 


Lost in the scene, he failed to notice the door cracking open until it was slammed shut. He snapped his head 
around, nearly jumping out of his skin once he captured the sight of Axl standing there. 


The ginger had already changed out of his clothes. He wore a white blouse which cascaded all the way down to 
the middle of his thighs, his slender legs fully exposed beneath them. His hair hung loosely over his forehead, 

flowing down to his neck before hiding beneath the collar of his shirt, and wrapped around his fist was a cloth 
Izzy found too difficult to recognize within the caliginosity. 


"Axl, what are you doing.?" 

"Don't talk to me," Axl spat harshly before clambering onto the bed. Izzy watched, his lips sealed as his eyes 
squinted in confusion. As Axl came closer, he was able to make out the tears glistening off of his cheeks, his 
body trembling as thunder rocked the house. Izzy frowned as Axl curled into fetal position beside him, nuzzling 
his back against the guitarists side without emitting a single word. 

"Axl." 


The redhead sucked in a breath, clearly unhappy with Izzy's refusal to follow his demand. 


"Talk to me, Ax. What's wrong?" Izzy pressed, hesitantly brushing a strand of hair away from the singer's 
face, watching as he leaned into the amiable touch. Axl refused to reply, and propitiously, he didn't need to as 
lightening coruscated through the air, illuminating the room and enlivening the horror in the ginger's eyes. He 
bit his lip, attempting to conceal a soft whine as he buried his face into the pillow. Izzy sighed knowingly, 
carefully scooting closer to the other man "Is it the storm?" 


"The noise. Make it go away," Axl grumbled, bitterly grasping both ends of the pillow and clamping them over 
his ears, his eyes squeezing shut in frustration as thunder roared ruthlessly. 


In that moment, Izzy wished he was Zeus, or Mother Nature herself. He wished he could've cleared the skies, 
mute the thunder- anything to relieve his troubled Axl. As if they were back in Lafayette, Axl had squirmed 
into his bed, pleading for Izzy to make shit go away, whether it be his stepfather, or sparks of panic and 
agitation. And willingly, Izzy obliged each time. 


He would've done anything for Axl. 
He would do anything for Axl. 


"D'ya remember when we lived in Lafayette and it would rain each day of spring?" 


Axl raised his head, capturing a better view of Izzy as the latter relinquished the memory. Subtly, he nodded 
his head. 


"Remember that one day- think it was in May- and it began to storm. We were riding bikes, and we were so 


petrified that we'd get struck by lightening that we dashed into that ole’ man's house?" 


Axl chuckled a bit, nodding his head before reclining back into the mattress, this time pressing his head upon 


Izzy's chest, tuning into the way the guitarists chest rumbled as he spoke. "I remember.. | was so worried." 
"You were scared of the man- goin’ on ‘bout getting abducted and all of that absurd bullshit" 


"ls perfectly logical to be scared for our lives!" Axl retorted, mindlessly tracing circles into Izzy's chest with 
his index finger. 


"But you weren't afraid of the thunder," Izzy noted, and Axl pondered the memory for a moment. 


| was worried that something would happen to you when you stupidly dashed into the house without 
hesitating. It felt more important than the storm," he told, listening as Izzy's heartbeat thudded briskly. Izzy 
found himself simpering delicately at the surety of his best friend Axl always chivalrously put everyone else 
before himself, worrying more for the wellbeing of his friends rather than a more brooding culmination. Even 
when Duff was shot upside the head with a bottle during a show, Axl put him first. Izzy couldn't comprehend 


how anyone could castigate the ginger so relentlessly. 


"You were scared for me," he completed, and Axl nodded slowly, raising himself up to look Izzy dead in the eye. 
"You're always scared for me. What difference is there?" 


Izzy contemplated that for a moment. 
He hadn't realized that amidst his consistent concern over Axl's prosperity that the redhead possibly took 
minutes out of his own day to worry about hm. It felt strange- absurd almost- that this estranged way of 


life they had delved into only elevated the apprehension they held for one another. 


"Spose there ain't no difference," Izzy concluded, exhaling as he continued to think over that for a moment. He 


wasn't aware of the lighthearted grin playing on the singer's lips until he heard a frail chuckle. "What?" 
"You're really thinking about it, aren't you?" 


| mean. Wouldn't you? I've spent all this time thinking you don't care about me the way you used to, and for 
what? To find out that you do?" Izzy was evidently hurt, perhaps deceived, and Axl felt a spark of remorse 
flaring within him. 


"Its not like Lafayette anymore, Izzy. It's not just the two of us." 


Izzy sat up, crossing his legs Indian-style as he turned to face to window. He watched the waves heighten and 
crash down upon the shore, debris drifting across the beach and into the ocean. 

The ocean was a ruthless force, seemingly caught amid it's own force and willpower. It's tides raised with 
unhappiness, and it thrashed recklessly without considering what stands in its way- without considering whom 


admires it. 
Was it Axl who represented the ocean, or was it Izzy? 


Izzy felt Axl's cold fingers gliding along his hand, and when he looked down, he caught sight of the fabric 
untwining from the ginger's hand. He took the cloth, rubbing it between his fingers and sighing as he felt the 
familiar satiny contingence. His eyes scanned the floral patterns illuminated by the moon's distinct shine, his 


brows furrowing. 
"You. How did you-" 


"When you threw it, the wind carried it to me. | kept it for you," Axl told, taking the scarf and carefully 
draping it across Izzy's shoulders. The latter watched intently as the ginger's slender fingers worked a knot 
into the ascot, just the way he tied his bandanas before each show. He then allowed the satin to flow threw 
his fingertips and fall against Izzy's chest, offering the guitarist a pleased smile. 


Izzy wanted to thank him, but he was deemed speechless as he grasped the end of the scarf, bringing it to his 
face to get a better look at it- as if it was surreal. His eyes traced along each pattern, each pulled thread, 


and each granule of sand dusted across the middle. The sweet, homely smell of saltwater emanated from the 


fabric, and Izzy felt his heart swelling at the idea that Axl had spared it solely for him. 
"I should've washed it. but, y'know-" 


Its perfect," Izzy interceded the ginger's rambling, allowing the scarf to fall from his fingers before pulling 
the latter into a tight hug. Axl gasped lightly, yet Izzy felt his hands running along his back, exhaling in content 


as they reposed in each other's embrace. 


"Izzy?" Axl nuzzled his head into the guitarists neck, inhaling the intoxicating aroma of the ocean riveting off 
the scarf. Izzy hummed, pulling back to press his forehead against the redhead's. "How do. Why do you miss 
Lafayette?" 


Izzy's brows knitted for a terse moment before he pulled away, his eyes opened to reveal swivels of emerald 
and onyx that instantaneously enraptured Axl. He pondered the question, as if there was a wrong or right 
answer that he had yet to discover. "There's many things," he finally replied. 


"Such as?" Axl pressed forward. 


"Innocence." Izzy shrugged as though his words weren't meant to confound Axl at all. His gaze cowered away 
from the redhead's, and he soon found himself embarrassed over his arcane response. "It's just that, back 


then things weren't as-" 
"I know, Izzy, | know," Axl told, his lips curving upwards in a way that made the guitarist melt. 


They stared at each other for a long moment, and it was then where Izzy realized that Axl had completely 
forgotten about the storm and was thoroughly immersed in everything the other man had offered, whether it 
be words or memories. Even as thunder rumbled through the walls, Axl's focus was compelled to him, just the 
way it was when bruises and scars littered his gaunt body years before. Somewhere within those chartreuse 
eyes, Bill Bailey was still there- the distraught Bill who desperately confided to Izzy day after day throughout 
their childhood. His innocent, traumatized Bill whom needed him with every ounce of love in his body. His 


disciple, his one purpose throughout the past 14 years. 

His love. 

"You're crying." Axl's voice broke the quiescence, and his words cut through Izzy's thoughts tellingly. He tilted 
his head, bringing his fingertips to his cheek and mentally kicking himself once he felt hot wet tears against his 


own flushed skin. "What are you thinking about?" 


Izzy felt the involuntary urge to blatantly admit every single thought that nagged his head for the past 


several years, yet he only shook his head, dismissing the question as he hurriedly wiped away his tears. 


The ambience fell tense for a moment- a moment too long for Axl, who shook the other man uneasily. "Was it 


Lafayette?" 


It was you." 
Axl gawked at him, seemingly offended by the statement. "Then why are you crying?" 
Izzy fell flat against the mattress, clamping his eyes shut as he pinched the bridge of his nose bitterly. 


"Because of you, Axl. God, | want you out of my head! Everything you do is so toxic, and it only makes me 


want you more. Why can't you just.” 


Izzy paused as a light whimper ripped from his throat, his hands running from his forehead and into his hair, 
gripping strands of it in vivid frustration. 


"Why can't | just what, Izzy?" Axl urged him to continue, and Izzy could've sworn that he released yet another 


sob at the impatience of the singer's tone. 


"Why can't you just feel the same?" He finally completed. "I've spent forever loving you, Axl. Loving you. I'm 


fucking insane—" 
"Don't say that." 

It's true!" 

Its absurd" 

"For fuck's sake, Axl-" 


Izzy was cut off by a cold hand clamping against his mouth. His eyes widened in instant panic, yet he relaxed 
himself as he felt the ginger's other hand tenderly caressing the side of his face with a sensitivity completely 
contrasting his antecedent action. 


"Stop talking,” Axl demanded, and Izzy could practically hear his deep voice rumbling through his chest. He 
nodded his head deliberately, exhaling a long breath as the singer's hand left his mouth, carefully descending to 
his neck, his thumb lifting Izzy's chin ever-so-slightly. 


Before Izzy could process Axl's oscillating behavior, he felt the man's warm lips pressing against his own. 


The kiss was slow, as if both men were too stunned to figure out what to do. Izzy could feel the goosebumps 
rising along Axl's neck as he cautiously pulled the ginger closer, his heartbeat impounding throughout his entire 
body and resonating through his head. He could feel Axl shutter within his grasp, yet the singer desperately 
grasped his sable hair, pulling him closer as their lips briskly moved together, ascending to an anticipated 


coordination. 


Izzy gasped softly as he felt Axl's tongue gliding along his bottom lip, instantaneously spurning heat through his 
cheeks as he melted into their osculation. And hell he was tasting Axl, tasting the faint bitterness of alcohol, 
and tasting something so sweet and surreal among the singer's essence. The ginger pressed down against him, 
urging him to fall back against the headboard as the latter straddled his hips tightly, his tongue moving 
flippantly between Izzy's lips. He stifled a soft moan as he felt a tugging at his throat, knowing well that Axl 
was making use of the scarf wrapped tightly around his neck. 


His head craned back as he felt the lustrous fabric slip from around his throat, the sensation quickly replaced 
by the warmness of Axl's lips. A shaky sigh erupted from his mouth, and he could practically feel the ginger 
smirking against his skin. 


"Izzy," Axl breathed out, peppering light kisses against the guitarists jaw before pulling away, blushing as he 
noticed the latter's prismatic eyes now fixated on him, a dazed lust swiveling through them as he hummed 


breathlessly. "What happens after this?" 


"Please," Izzy groused, his head tilted back as he felt Axl's hips move languidly against his own. "Don't think 
about it now. Don't stop this now." 


And Axl obliged, his eyes closing as Izzy reconnected their lips. He moaned into the guitarists embrace, thriving 
the taste of the other man against his tongue. 


His hands tugged mindlessly against Izzy's shirt, lifting the fabric daintily. He salvaged the sensation of Izzy's 
skin beneath his fingertips, leaning back to get a better view of the man's lanky figure. He hummed in content 
as his fingertips slid along the incline of his chest, along his collarbone, and just along his shoulder. 


Just as his hand continued to descend, Izzy released an emphatic shriek, shoving the ginger away as he quickly 
yanked the sheets from beneath the two of them, lifting it over his gangly figure with a desperation so 
eminent that it surpassed the feeling of want bubbling through his lower body. 


Axl stared at him, a confounded, hurt look in his eyes before he suddenly narrowed them. 
He recognized the fear in Izzy's eyes. It was the same fear that once pivoted through his own body each time 
he had another bruise to conceal, another scar to lie about, and another traumatizing memory to nag at his 


head for the next couple of years. 


He scrutinized Izzy intently before parting his lips, releasing a soft breath before steadily murmuring the 
inquiry, "What are you hiding from me?" 
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Axl's fingers slowly glided along the guitarists arm, his eyes glossed with tears, and shaky breaths escaping 
his lips as he pulled the other man into his lap. He could feel the minuscule apertures beneath his fingertips, 
scarred tissue contrasting the antecedent smoothness of Izzy's skin. His thumb brushed gracelessly across the 
puncture, watching as violet and crimson splotches formulated around the wound. He drew back as Izzy 
released a soft mewl, his forearm retreating from the ginger's grasp. Self-consciously, he pulled the sheet 


over himself, turning to glance out the broad window. 


He surveyed the way the storm's once-capricious force dispersed into a soft drizzle, drops of rain trickling 
down the glass and reflecting their distraught image. The feeling of Axl's heartbeat thudding against his back 
kept him grounded on reality- the reality where the singer had yet to emit a single word since he discovered 
the punctures. 


Izzy wondered whether this was it, the end following right after the beginning. A love he had venerated for the 
past l4 years was finally set free, only to be caught within an incarceration he couldn't protect it from. This 
love he had concealed for the longest time was no longer his to mend. It was Axis, and now, it was to be 


disregarded within the depths of discovering the worst in the man he once found amenity with. 


"Axl," he exhaled, leaning his head back. The warmth resonating off of Axl was stimulating each nerve in Izzy's 
body. He could hear his own words growing imperceptible before they could ever leave 

his mouth, and the ruthless rush of apprehension was urging him to run away and find something to alleviate 
his head. Yet he couldn't, not with Axl's arms wrapped tightly around his waist. Not when Axl still needed 


answers. 


"When. When did you-" Axl paused, leaning his head against Izzy's bare back. His hands roamed attentively 
across the guitarist's skin, feeling each quiver and sharp breath released from the latter as he felt over 
every laceration. Tears continued to fall from his eyes, his stomach tightening as he felt an overwhelming 
sense of commiseration shrouding him. "Izzy," he whispered, closing his eyes as his fingers laced into the man's 


sable hair. "My Izzy." 


Izzy sighed softly, his head leaning back against Axl, feeling that same cadenced heartbeat reverberating 
through his head. 


"What's wrong, Izzy? Why would you do this?" Axl's words were desperate, but his tone was coated with 
remorse, as though the pain was inflicted upon himself. He didn't need to ask to know what it was that 


occurred. He needed to know why. 


“There's nothing we can do to change it. It happened," Izzy stated monotonously, although the pain was evident 


on the downward curl of his kiss-swollen lips. 
"We can prevent it from ever happening again!" 


"Is that really a good idea?" Izzy's words had sparked the reticence, and compared to the last, this silence was 
more unbearable than hell itself. Izzy couldn't imagine the look on Axl's face, nor could he predict what state of 
mind he had put the ginger into. Something about Axl's querulous demeanor with Tracii offered Izzy the idea 
that he was yet to reach the end of it. He was far from the end. He was entering the gates of Axl's 
fluctuating wrath. 


Izzy- recognizing that this silence was only burdening- timidly scooted off of the ginger's lap, yet only to be 
pulled back harshly, fingertips digging into his sides with a rashness characterized by Axl's underlying aversion. 
Aversion representing his distaste for Izzy's foolhardy decisions. Aversion the singer was too baffled to admit. 


The guitarist bit his lip at the coarse touch. He despised feeling so frail within Axl's grasp, and he despised just 
how feckless it made him feel. Years ago, it would've been Axl in his arms- it wouldve been Bill Bailey, with 
chartreuse eyes dilating expeditiously, and copper hair glistening beneath the moonlight seeping through the 
jalousie. The bruises would've been on his milk-white skin, mixes of purple and blue permeating his gaunt torso, 
bruises for Izzy, for Jeffrey, to trail his fingers upon daintily. Blood would've percolated through welts 
embedded across his back, all of which Jeffrey would doubtlessly disinfect and treat with a pampering delicacy. 
Tears would've streamed down that freckled, flushed face, and they would've been wiped away by none other 


than Jeffrey. 


That was the way. 
That was always the way. 


Now, things felt diverted, and the reckless teenager from Lafayette still cowering within him loathed it all. 
He scrambled out of Axl's clutch, not stopping even as the ginger's fingertips grazed into his sore skin. He 
turned to face the singer, now reading an expression of pure duplicity, as though he had betrayed all of Axl's 


trust with his heedless, insipid actions. And perhaps, he had. 


‘lm not Tracii, Axl," he began, and feasibly, that wasn't the best way to start a statement judging by the 


annoyed eye roll he earned in a mere second. "I. | have control-" 
"You want control. All fucking addicts do, but what does control ever mean if they end up dead?" 


Izzy was deemed speechless. Axl was astute, and somewhere amongst years and years of pushing towards 


fortune and fame, he had witnessed the downfall of many other musicians with the same imprudent dreams, 
dreams in which they lost sight of as they grasped onto narcotics and any drug worth stimulating themselves 


with. Izzy couldn't imagine what effect it would have on Axl if he were to join the cataclysm. 


"You're right," he whispered softly, his eyes roaming across the very wounds upon his own arms. He pondered 
what Duff must've thought walking into the bathroom to find his best friend passed out over his own vomit 
and blood. He pondered what Slash must've felt as he finally witnessed the gauze, and he pondered what horrid 
ideas must've spurned through Steven's head to formulate those woeful tears. He pondered what his mama 
would say as she welcomes her son back into her arms, cursing herself for ever exposing him to the 
catastrophes of the world. He pondered what the young, traumatized Bill Bailey would say if he were to take in 
the debacle of his only haven 


"God, Axl, I'm so sorry.” 


He could feel the ginger's arms snaking around his torso, feeling each malnourished bone, yet too distraught to 
point them out. Gentle kisses feathered across his shoulders, the warmth emitting from Axl's contact tugging 
an amenable sigh from the guitarist. 


"Why are you-?" Izzy couldn't voice a full sentence as long copper strands of hair tickled his face, the 
galvanizing feeling of the singer's skin against his own making it near-impossible to think properly. He felt 
himself being pushed back until his back was pressed against the homely mattress. Axl hovered over him, 
bestowing delicate kisses across his jawline and down to his neck, stopping right against his chest to carefully 
glide his tongue across Izzy's collarbone. The latter's neck craned back, his eyes squeezing shut as a soft moan 


escaped his lips. He could feel Axl's hands trailing all along his body, taking in each and every blemish. 


He kissed each scar, scars from mishaps endured throughout long days Izzy spent riding his bike around 
Lafayette, and scars granted to him by the unstable Bill Bailey who was too safeguarded to allow Izzy to ever 
come close at times of pure agony. He kissed the bruises, bruises of Izzy's personal infliction, and he kissed the 


scrapes of what he presumed to be the result of the hot sand grazing across the man's sensitive skin. 
Axl stopped just along his arm, taking a terse moment to look over the needle punctures. He shuttered at the 
idea of the long syringe plummeting into Izzy's sensitive flesh, gestating what the impounding guilt must've felt 


like to the guitarist. Gingerly, he kissed the wound, listening to the way Izzy sucked in a long breath, and feeling 
the man tense beneath him- but he didn't stop. 


He kissed each vein, trailing his fingers along the scarred tissue before pulling back. He stood up, his hand 


reaching down to brush away the reflective tears traveling along his swain's cheek 


'Izzy~" he exhaled, closing his eyes as he pressed their foreheads together. 


"Jef fre y." 
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The enigma of life- the sheer curiosity as to how things could be one way, and eventually spurn into all- 
encompassing torture. 


Months had passed, and the reclusiveness Izzy had acquired throughout the tiresome years of his life had 
progressed to complete introversion. While the other members of the band docked themselves away on drugs, 
vodka, and any woman they could get their hands on, Izzy was isolated near the ocean, attempting to withdraw 
from each and every substance. The need for a stimulant- anything to carry him away from an overbearing 
dose of reality- had grown impervious, and even as Axl reminded him he was making outstanding progress, the 


emptiness felt felonious. 
Was this all? 


Was there no more to being in a prosperous band than drug after drug, woman after woman, and drink after 
drink? Sobriety was the push back into reality, the reality where Izzy had drained himself of the rushing thrill 
only to be set back into the humdrum ways of life- ways of life that excluded narcotics, and every drug he 


had ever enjoyed. 


He cursed Axl for ever making him quit, for ever showing him the so-called joys that came with sobriety. The 
ginger had promised him happiness in every pursuit he dared to follow. He had kissed away tears, and bandaged 
Izzy's bloodied fingers after hours strung out playing the guitar. He had reassured Izzy with every inch of his 
undying love that it was all worth it, that all of this would pay off towards the height of their fortune and 


fame. 
But here Izzy was, realizing just how mundane life truly was. 


Blood Sweat. Tears. 
Blood Sweat. Tears. 


He watched as Axl kicked the shallow tides, water sprinkling into the air like bits of shattered glass. Avocets 
circled the shore, cawing and even dancing gracelessly around the absentminded singer. Izzy took a moment to 
admire the sight, the surreal image of his swain hopping amongst the reposeful ocean. His ginger hair reflected 
the sun's incandescent shine, kissing his pallid skin with a charming finesse. The delicate curves of his body 
were apparent as they strutted through the tepid waves, the freckles on his face highlighted as his teeth 
bared with an infectious grin. His hands dropped to the side, driblets of saltwater beading off of his slender 


figure felicitously before he turned back to the shore. His emerald eyes dilated as he caught Izzy's stare, his 


movements coming to a cessation. 
"Somethin on your mind, 122?" 


Izzy leaned back into the sand, narrowing his eyes as the warmth emanating from the sun caressed his face 

benevolently. A soft sigh escaped his lips as he felt the water encircling his feet just before a sudden weight 
pushed against his lap. His head raised, an amused smirk playing on his lips as he peered at the ginger perched 
atop his thighs. "Nope, nothing's wrong," he cantillated coyly. 


Axl frowned, dropping himself over the guitarist with a loud huff. Izzy elongated his arm, allowing the singer to 
cuddle into his embrace, but not before catching a glimpse of the scabs dancing along his own forearm. He 


closed his eyes, distracting himself as he pressed a soft kiss to Axl's temple. 


"I know something's wrong. You're. different now," Axl spoke liltingly, as though he feared the other man's 


response. 


Izzy wanted to moan about his sobriety, and how it had changed him into a bitter, cantankerous man He 
wanted to emphasize that he was no longer the person Axl had admired only months ago- the person who 
resorted to drugs and alcohol as his only outlet and way out of his personal dilemmas. Now, he was 29 living 


as if he were a retired old man with nothing else to offer him joy but a warm summer's day. 
"Sthat a problem for you?" He questioned, simpering frailly as Axl heaved a frustrated sigh. 


"Hell, Izzy, you don't even join us for breakfast anymore! Is it the band? If this is about the new album, then 
we could postpone the release.." 


Izzy's smile diminished as he leaned into Axl. He could smell the beach off the singer's long strands of copper 
hair, the sweet mixture of the ocean, and sunny citrus. After so many years of dedication to Guns N Roses, 
he was fearful to admit to Axl that the passion in their music felt diverged by the band's passion for any 
given substance. 


The band was Ax's lifeline, his greatest form of liberation. 


But it had become Izzy's personal imprisonment. 


"We've spent forever chasing this dream, Axl," Izzy began, and he quivered as he felt the ginger tense within 


their embrace. “But if all of that work amounted to this being the good life, does it really seem worth it?" 
Axl sat up, and Izzy remained flat on the ground, as if he had already surrendered himself to a brooding 
extent of chastisement. He felt the redhead's gaze burning into his skin, breaking through to his soul as if 


searching for the inevitable declaration Izzy was preparing himself to admit. 


"fuck, shit- don't say it, Izz. Don't you dare say it!" Axl stood up, turning his back to the other man as he 


traipsed to the shore, running his hands through his hair in vivid frustration. 


Izzy bit his lip, knowing well that Axl had already figured out the oncoming remark. Tears stung his eyes as he 
straightened up from the warm surface, feeling granules of sand trickling along his bare back as he watched 
the ginger pace back and forth before him. He could see the words framed against the latter's lips, words 
desperate to escape and reassure Izzy that things could be worked out- that this wasn't the final straw to 


something extraordinary. 
But it was 


"Axl, | can't keep doing this anymore," Izzy breathed out, wincing as the redhead snapped his head to glower at 
him. The glint burning through his chartreuse eyes resembled the passion and infuriation drawn upon his 
semblance the day he discovered Izzy in Hollywood. He recalled the way Bil Bailey ruthlessly pushed him aside, 
storming into the dilapidated apartment and hastily expressing the fact that he had gone through the depths 
of hell to get here. The man who showed up at his doorstep was the man who killed off the young, innocent 
boy from Lafayette. He was a man who found himself set upon a dream, a dream he would do anything to 


pursue, whether it meaning the downfall of anyone else involved for him to get there. 


He was Axl Rose now, and Axl Rose would never let anything destroy the band he had put everything into- the 
band he had put blood sweat, and tears into. 


"Bullshit, Izzy," Axl scoffed, his toes curling into the damp sand as he tugged his scarlet hair in frustration. 
"We've had this dream since we were ID. You can't just drop out at the pique of it alll” 


Watch me! Izzy wanted to hiss, yet he couldn't as he witnessed the distress swiveling through Axl's demeanor. 
Somewhere inside, there was still Bill Bailey, and that alone made it almost impossible to express just how badly 
Izzy wanted to detach himself from it all. He lowered his tone as though he were speaking to his traumatized, 
dearest Bill. "| have to.. | just have to." 


Axl was silent for a moment, thoughts rushing through his head as he contemplated ever emitting them. He 
peered at Izzy with a distant gaze- an estranged gaze- seemingly caught within a mental battle as he 


predicted the guitarists next motive. 
"What would you do then? What are you without the rest of us?" 


Although Axl never said it, Izzy could practically hear the inquiry ‘What are you without me” at the tip of the 
ginger's tongue, and a part of him pondered the answer to that as well. Not only had Axl shaped him in their 
venture throughout the barbarous ups and downs of musicality, but he had become a prominent part of the 
guitarists heart for too long that merely existing felt wrong without him. Perhaps that was where the Toxicity 


spurned. 


| need to figure out how to live without you, Axl." 


| need to figure out how to live knowing you're no longer Bill Bailey. 
Axl's eyes closed as he averted his gaze to the ocean encompassing his pale feet. Izzy wondered how the 
ginger saw himself in that reflection. Did he too see a damaged, broken boy? Or did he see a man set on a goal 


he wouldn't allow anything to take him away from? 


"Did you ever love me?" Axl finally questioned, and his voice faltered so impeccably low that it almost 


shattered Izzy's swelling heart. 


He nodded solemnly, but he wouldn't say it. He had loved Axl for the longest time, 14 years in counting, and 


even at this point in time, he saw his love eternalizing. 

But he just couldn't say it- not when this was the very end of it all. 

Tears glossed Axl's eyes, kaleidoscopic swirls of viridian tugging at the strings of Izzy's heart as he dared to 
revert his gaze elsewhere, anywhere that the singer's semblance didn’t reside. He could feel the impounding 


guilt destined to knock him off balance, and he could feel the ocean's tides growing heavier. 


A tension was drawn upon them, and now the oncoming storm had spurned the revelation that all along, the 


ocean was not Axl Rose. Nor was it Izzy Stradlin 
It was the two of them, and what they had so selfishly created together in their appetite for love. 


Izzy watched despondently as Axl turned on his heel, too overwhelmed to confront the situation with his head 
upon a riveting wave. He felt Axl deserting him upon the beach, just the way he had deserted him in Lafayette. 


And once again, as though they had come round full circle, they were estranged. 
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Axl's head craned back, a breathy moan escaping his lips as his fingernails dug into Izzy's skin. He pulled the 
latter closer, close enough to smell to ocean off of his neck, and close enough to feel his heartbeat pounding 
against his own. The guitarist bucked his hips against Axl's, driving him crazy, his eyes squeezing shut as a 
shrill whine ripped from his throat as he reached his high. 


He saw colors, a prismatic world of reds, blues, and even greens- greens resembling what he found within 
Izzy's libidinous gaze. His body trembled beneath the man, his fingers reaching up shakily to interlace within 
strands of raven hair, sighing as sweat coated his palms. Izzy heaved loudly, collapsing atop the ginger as his 


energy drained. 


They fell into a deep quiescence, their haste breaths serving as the only noise within the bedroom. Axl could 
feel the beat of Izzy's heart slow gradually, the perspiration beading off his skin making contact with the 
singer's chest. Soft kisses were pressed into his neck, the faint tease of Izzy's tongue erupting a lilting 


whimper from his swain. 


"Izzy." he groused, unsure of what more he could want after their drawn out hours within the room, yet 
finding some desperate urge to admit the name from somewhere inside of his swelling heart. Izzy raised up, 
remaining close enough for Axl to feel the warmth radiating between them. He stared at the magisterial man 
for along moment, admiring the way sweat glistened off the split ends of his sable hair, the dappled greens 
and brown of his eyes taking Axl back into fields of lush grass and mud- the very fields they dashed about as 
adolescents. His eyes roamed along Izzy's body, taking in the beaded necklace hovering over his sudoriferous 
collarbone before descending towards his abs. His Izzy wasn't muscular, seemingly attenuated, but Axl fell in 
love with his delicate figure as though his beau was glass within his hands. He adored the bareness of Izzy's 
skin, the way it felt beneath his fingertips- smooth like velvet, smooth like the soft touch of his pink lips. He 
cherished the scabs trailing along Izzy's forearm as though they were medallions, all of which representing the 
battle he went through hell to win. And it was quite the victory, a victory prompting them to this despondent 
period of time, the time where he departs from the band. 


"Do you really want to go?" 
Izzy's brows furrowed as he pushed himself off of Axl, plopping himself down right beside his boyfriend before 


reaching over to grasp a cigarette. Axl watched timidly as the guitarists slender fingers worked the lighter, 
sparking a diminutive flame against the butt of the joint. 


Izzy took in Axl's semblance from his peripheral vision as he inhaled a cloud of nicotine, half-expecting the 
ginger to scramble up from the mattress at any moment, a routinely habit he attributed over their many 


trials in bed. 
But Axl remained put, his eyes filled with desperation 


"We already discussed this," Izzy said flatly. Axl watched the smoke crawl from the guitarist's lips, his eyes 
narrowing as though he could formulate shapes and figures with the smog. 


"Then jog my memory." 


Izzy flashed him a pointed glance, twiddling the cigarette between his index and middle fingers as he softly 


murmured, "You should've remembered it the first time.” 


Axl huffed. 
Izzy sighed. 


It's a yes or no, Izzy. Are you seriously leaving?" 


Izzy pinched the bridge of his nose, visibly irked by Axl's nagging in such an exhausted state. "You know this 


was a hard decision-" 


"| said it's a yes or a nd" Axl snapped, shooting up from the bed to grasp his shirt from the algid wooden 
floor. He stumbled slightly as the cool surface succumbed his feet, yet maintained his balance just in time to 


catch Izzy's exasperated eye roll. Clearly, the guitarist had expected Axl's instantaneous mood swing. 


"It doesn't change anything, Axl," he replied, his voice low, but his words emphatic. "Anything | say doesn't 


change the fact that I'm leaving. I've signed the contract, | made the announcement. It's settled." 


"Fuck the contract!" Axl spat, his hair swinging as he hopped gracelessly to pull up his tight-fitting jeans. "Fuck 
the announcement, and fuck all of that settled bullshit! We can change this- it isn't permanent, Izzy." 


"What good does that fucking do?" Izzy winced at his own emittance of the profanity, and it only mattered 
because it was Axl he directed it towards. He hated the tone of his voice, and he hated the way his serenity 
had vanished in spur of the moment. He hated having all of these emotions he could no longer rid himself of 


with help from any substance his band mates were most definitely smuggling outside of the room. 
Because there was a world outside of this room, and there was a world outside of Izzy and Axl. There was land 
waiting to be walked upon, scenes to be discovered, and much more than love, love, love- and that was the 


issue. 


Izzy was in love- love, love, love- and now he was being suffocated by it. 


Love was the new drug, and Izzy had went through hell to escape every other narcotic he had harmed himself 
over antecedently. He needed to get away, he needed to lose sight of it all before this foreboding drug 


consumed him. 


"You remain in the band. You remain with us! Isn't that good enough?" Axl's voice had faltered as uncertainty 
crossed over him. Izzy clambered off of the bed, snuffing his cigarette before grasping his shirt. Axl crossed 
his arms, watching the other man dress himself hastily, avoiding his gaze as though he was Medusa. "What 
the hell are you doing?" 


"I'm leaving," Izzy replied unequivocally. Just as he stomped towards the door, reaching his fingers out to touch 


the brumal metal of the knob, Axl stepped in his way. 


"Just give me a straight answer, Izzy," he breathed out, and although his voice was docile, his anger was 


bridled behind a stone-cold veneer. 


Izzy was visibly ambivalent. A part of him saw a future amongst Axl, a future consisting of much more than 
drugs- drugs, drugs drugs. But another conflicting side of his head felt as though he belonged in the arms of 
his troubled swain, for there was no other place he was needed. His purpose was Axl from Lafayette to LA, 
and there was something utterly petrifying about that in which spurned tears across his dilating eyes. 


"Please, Axl," he exhaled, turning the knob ever-so-slightly. "Let me go.. You have to let me go." 


Axl sucked in a long breath, stepping away from 


the door. "For. Forever?" 


Izzy didn't reply before leaving. 


Axl remained succumbed within the four walls for the remainder of the day. He surveyed the broad window, 
the beach just outside of it, and he scrutinized the way the maroon curtains danced elegantly before the 
scene. He questioned Izzy's deep interest in the ocean, and the further he delved into the minutiae of the 
landscape, the more he began to understand. Months ago, he wouldn't of cared for the ocean's seemingly 


sporadic antics, its mere inability to remain transfixed in a specific aura. 

From thrashing waves to appeasing ripples, Axl found himself amongst the undulating water. 

He pondered whether Izzy had too. 

He was yanked from his thoughts as the door creaked open, revealing a rather demure Slash with a mauve 


mug clasped firmly in his hands. Axl raised an eyebrow, his eyes following the smoke billowing above the mug 


all the way to Slash's face, taking notice of the apparent poignancy in his expression. 


| brought you hot chocolate," he murmured frailly. 


Axl simpered, although the gesture felt wrong, the same amount of guilt crossing over him as the day he 
pleasured himself to Izzy's innocent figure months beforehand. He shouldn't of been smiling, not when Izzy was 
so conflicted within their relationship. It was betrayal, the same betrayal he had experienced witnessing the 
scabs along his childhood friend's arms, the clear definition that there was a hole he needed to fill- just the 
way Izzy had filled each hole in his heart throughout their time together in Lafayette. 


"Mfine, Slash. Really," he told. 


"I didn't convince Duff to make this just to be pushed away," Slash grumbled. Axl scoffed lightly before 
beckoning the guitarist over. He took the mug in his hands, sighing in content as the warmth enveloped his 
palms. He could feel Izzy's mollifying touch within the ceramics, heat resonating off the demitasse just the way 
heat resonated off of Izzy, his warmth daring to alleviate each complication Axl faced as though his life 
depended on it. 


"Thank you.” The words tasted bizarre on his own tongue, yet for some reason, he felt the need to emit them. 


I'm not leaving the band as well, no need to get so sentimental," Slash bluffed, instantly slapping a hand over 


his own mouth once he registered his own words. "Fuck- Too soon?" 
Axl glowered at him, sipping the warm decoction without a word. 


"l'm sorry, man. | know this is hard on you," Slash spoke again, lowering his head and allowing his voluminous 
curls to cover his face in abashment. Axl stared at him incredulously for a moment, as though Slash wasn't 
capable of affinity. However, through the bronze color of his disconsolate eyes, Axl witnessed a man with 


genuine compassion, urging him to lean closer and drape an arm across his younger friend. 


"Is it just me?" Axl questioned softly. Slash nuzzled his head into the ginger's embrace, wiry curls tickling his 
face, much different than the sleek feeling of Izzy's straight raven hair brushing gently across his delicate 
skin 


"We're all taking it hard. Steven hasn't left his room for the entire day, and Duff-" Slash rolled his eyes, his 
lips curving upwards sympathetically. "Duff won't stop baking to distract himself” 


Axl groaned and fell back against the mattress, yelping as Slash descended along with him. His arm flared with 
pain for a terse moment before a gentle chuckle snatched him from his personal dilemma. He glanced down at 
Slash, watching the guitarist giggle frivolously as though Axl's carelessness was the greatest comedy show 


he'd ever witnessed. 


"You're unbelievable," the singer grumbled, turning his head back to face the ceiling. The mattress, satiny white 
sheets, and flocculent pillows all smelled of Izzy- faint musk entwined with a gentle saltwater tang. Axl smiled 


lightly, rolling over onto his stomach before gingerly grazing his fingers across the empty space of the 


mattress. Slash sat up beside him, examining his actions curiously. 
"Are we going to keep going without him?" He asked, his voice nearly a whisper. 


Axl exhaled a breath he hadn't realized he was holding, allowing his head to fall against the mattress. He inhaled 
Izzy's sweet scent, just the way he had months prior through the man's floral ascot. He could feel a light 
tugging at his scalp, opening one eye to find Slash absentmindedly twirling a strand of his red hair with his 
index finger, still awaiting a reply that he'd never obtain. 


Because frankly, Axl was at a loss for words. Moving on without Izzy felt impossible, but stopping his dreams 
once they've reached their pique was blatantly ludicrous. He had endured everything to get here, from his 
father's senseless beatings, to the insults of others looking down upon him. From losing Izzy, to traveling 
across the country to find him. From broken friendships, constant failures, and the blossoming of a love so 


unprecedented- Axl had experienced it all. 
Blood, sweat, tears. Blood, sweat, tears. 


Love was not the bigger picture. 


Love, love, love was not the bigger picture. 
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Izzy returned home towards the witching hour, stepping inside to find Duff hunched over the kitchen counter, 
his mane of blond hair spiking up in a plethora of directions, and his eyes closed shut as drool trickled down 


the corner of his roseate lips. He strode towards the bassist slowly, glancing over the tall man to find a 


variety of pastry books scattered across the table, and atop the unlit stove sat a half-full bowl of batter. 


He cleared his throat, gently kicking the blond, flinching slightly as the latter jerked up hurriedly. Instantly, Duff 
snapped his head around and checked the batter, sighing out in relief. He then spun around, eyes widening once 


he caught Izzy's amused gaze. 


"Oh fuck- You're- You're home!" Duff shoved aside his embarrassment as a rush of relief spurned through 
him, bounding forward and wrapping his arms around the gaunt guitarist as though they hadn't seen each 


other in years. 


"Hey. Hey," Izzy melted into the embrace, tenderly rubbing the taller man's back before pulling away just 


enough to capture his expression. "What are you doing up so late?" 


"| was panicking, so | got to baking," Duff said, his face lighting up as he quickly scampered to the other side of 
the kitchen He grasped a tray from the counter, slipping off the light-pink cloth to reveal a dozen strudels, 
most of which dripping with dark red jam. He then trotted to the fridge, urging Izzy to close his eyes. 


And once the guitarist opened them, his jaw nearly dropped. 


Stationed atop a glass pedestal was a three-layered cake, purely frosted and coated within blue and green 
fondant. The cake distinctly smelt of chocolate, the sweet scent inviting Izzy's nose as he leaned closer, taking a 


better look at the baked perfection He then glanced up, catching Duff's prideful- albeit exhausted- grin. 


"Why did you- How did you- What the fuck?" Izzy exhaled, unable to form a coherent sentence as he watched 
Duff perch the pedestal upon the wooden surface. 


"| colored it in coordination to the beach.. seeing as you admire it so much," Duff told, raising his hands to 
reveal splotches of dark blue and emerald food coloring dancing across his pallid hands. Izzy looked back at the 


cake, then reverting his gaze to the bassist almost incredulously. 


'I-" Izzy gave up on words, tackling Duff back into a hug, unable to contain the tears brimming his eyes as the 
sugary smell of the cake filled his nostrils. Duff chuckled, squeezing the guitarists sides playfully, erupting a 


callow squeal from the latter as he jumped back. 


"Before you eat it. Well, Axl's still cooped up in your room," Duff informed, benignancy clear on his veneer as 
he reached for a knife. Izzy pursed his lips, watching as the bassist cut two generous slices of the cake before 
placing them on a single plate. He then pulled open the drawer, gathering two forks and neatly placing them on 
either side of the cakes, as though he was professionally trained to do so. "| suggest you guys talk things 
through," he murmured, sliding the plate over to Izzy. 


Its not that easy," the guitarist grumbled, crossing his arms doggedly. 


‘Its so easy!" Duff retorted, his lips curving into cheeky smile as he recalled their own song, "You just have to 
deal with his theatrical outburst and soothe him until he's sick of yelling.” 


"Because he's that predictable,” Izzy scoffed sarcastically. 
"After the many trials we've endured with him- he sure is." 


Izzy glowered at the cakes for a moment, shifting his weight as he anticipated the worst. Talking to Axl felt 
impossible, yet holding back was utterly unthinkable. How much more distance could he enforce between them 
before it all shattered into oblivion? 


Duff leaned against the counter, crossing his arms with an expectant, bumptious look on his face. "Well?" He 


urged ardently. 


Izzy said nothing as he picked up the plate, flashing Duff one last acrimonious glance before strutting towards 


his own room- his room that Axl had dwelled in as though it were his own. 


Stepping inside, the aromatic smell of saltwater flared through his nostrils, urging out a light wheeze from his 
throat as he shut the door behind him. He scanned the room for a long moment, watching as his maroon 
curtains flew towards the ceiling, the window slid all the way open as the ocean thrashed around vociferously. 
His eyes then averted to the center of the room, his heart sinking to his stomach as he surveyed the sleeping 
man atop his bed. 


Izzy rested the plate down on the nightstand, slowly approaching Axl cautiously in such a way that the redhead 
would abruptly jolt awake. Yet the latter remained lost within a deep slumber, long eyelashes resting on his 
pink-dusted cheeks, and plump cotton-candy lips sealed into a thin line. Copper hair trailed along the white 
pillow, crowning his head and highlighting the fairness of his skin. Izzy could just barely see familiar, faint 
freckles dancing across his swain's nose, bringing him back to hot summer days the pair had spent together in 
Lafayette, the sun beating down upon them and enlivening each of their features. 


Izzy had never seen Axl at such a state of serenity, seemingly unbothered by the ocean's wails, nor the 


guitarists unnoticed presence. The singer was always caught within some affliction, fussing over each and 
every thing that came his way. If he wasn't verbalizing it, he was overthinking it, pondering the situation until 
it consumed him and herded him into a manic episode. Izzy learned to steer away during those times, especially 


when scars began to show up along his own skin- scars from Axl's abusive ways. 

He leaned closer, timidly perching himself beside the redhead. The mattress's sudden shift instantly alerted Axl, 
as though he were trained to react on spot. His eyes fluttered open, cheeks draining in color as he scrambled 
towards the head of the bed- yet just as panic took over him, Izzy cautiously made his presence known. 


‘It's me. It's just me." 


Axl closed his eyes, breathing out an elongated sigh of relief as he sunk back into the mattress. "You're. You're 


home," he whispered slowly as if he was reassuring himself more than acknowledging Izzy. 

"C'mere." Izzy clambered to the bedhead and extended his arm, simpering frailly as Axl curled into a humanized 
cocoon within his embrace. "I'm right here, sugar," he cooed, lacing his fingers into his boyfriend's silky strands 
of fiery red hair. 

Reticence loomed over, veiling the unfinished argument destined to take place. Izzy could see the lucid despair in 
Axl's expression, from the way his lips sealed into a tight frown, to the light furrow of his thin brows. And 
somewhere inside, he could feel it too. Patience drifting, anticipation heightening, and fear consuming- all of 
which signaling the schism he was bound to enforce between them. 

Time drew closer, time closer to the release of the album, and time closer to Izzy departure. 

Time closer to deserting Axl. 

Izzy could feel a pit caving through his stomach, feelings of angst and frustration swiveling through his body 
as though it recognized something before he could. Was it a mistake? Was he entirely insane for leaving 


something so grand? 


He turned his head, pressing his nose against Axl's temple gently. A soft smile appeared on the ginger's face as 
he hastily turned his head, connecting their lips in a tender, despondent kiss. 


‘Im terrified, 122," Axl whispered, his lips brushing against Izzy's. 

| dont want you to go. 

Izzy could hear the words that Axl was never able to speak. At some point in time, he viewed it as his 
superpower, or some telepathic connection magnifying their transcendent bond. Thoughts burdening Axl were 


thoughts he refused to ever mention, but somewhere inside, they were thoughts reserved solely for Izzy. 


And now that Izzy was leaving, those troubling thoughts, and all of those words remaining kept within would 


suffocate Axl. 


Izzy leaned over, carefully picking up the plate and not missing the singer's curious expression as he rested it 
between them. Axl raised an eyebrow, examining the slices for a long moment before releasing a light chuckle. 


"Duff's really losing his mind out there, ain't he?" 


"If it results in us having cake, then that's perfectly fine," Izzy mused, although a part of him felt a growing 
sense a remorse for Duff. How had his wrongs affected not only Axl, but the innocent, go-lucky bassist as 
well? 


He shoved the thought aside, shifting uncomfortably as the pit in his stomach sunk deeper. He stabbed at the 
cake, scooping a lavish portion before raising it to Axl's lips, urging the latter to go with it rather than 


questioning his cliché actions. 


"You're right," Axl mused, eyes lighting up as the sweet taste filled his mouth. There was an innocent glint in 


his eyes, an innocence Izzy had spent so long vying for- searching with desperation, because he was beginning 


to strongly believe that there was no chastity left in Axl Rose. 


Because innocence was Bill Bailey. 
Bill Bailey with his hidden scars, and those large effervescent tears. Bill Bailey with dying courage, and 
shattered dreams. Bill Bailey with love slipping from his own heart. 


Bill Bailey's innocence was never protected, nor was his understanding of the world manipulated in ways to make 
everything seem as though he lived a fairytale. He was neglected by the hands of love, and raised through 
abuse and hardships. 


Innocence wasn't what shaped Bill Bailey. 


Trauma was. 


Izzy's lips trembled as he quickly blinked back the tears glossing his own eyes, instantly pulling Axl closer, close 
enough to smell the sweet frosting off his lips. The ginger sighed and beckoned him to rest the plate down, 


right before crawling onto his lap like a small child waiting to be carried. 
"What is it?" Izzy questioned softly, tucking a strand of scarlet hair behind Axl's ear. 


“There's nothing | can say to stop you from going," Axl spoke timidly, yet his words weren't directed to Izzy at 
all. The adulation in his eyes were coated with a spark of dread- the same dread resonating between them and 
killing Izzy from inside-out. And hell, if he could tell Axl to just calm down, then this would be easier, because 
even Duff knew it's so easy. It's so easy to walk out the door, and it's so easy to break Axl's heart. Its so 


easy to leave Guns N' Roses, and its so easy to find a new place to direct his attention towards. 


But it isn't easy to forget, and even when Jeff Isbell rode out of Indiana, each lasting thought of Bill Bailey had 


failed to escape his mind. 


He sighed, planting a gentle kiss to the tip of Axl's nose before pressing their foreheads together. "I know." 


"Then what the hell are we doing?" The amusement in Axl's voice didn't reach his eyes as tears began to fill 


them. His cold fingertips traveled along Izzy's temple, the latter struggling to find an answer. 


Because what were they doing? 
What was this for if it wouldn't matter in only a fraction of time? 


"We're. saying goodbye," Izzy mustered, and it was such a pathetic answer, but even he knew how much 


goodbyes meant to Axl, starting from the day he deserted the ginger without one. 


"Are these the goodbyes where certain words are restricted?" Axl asked, a bashful smile creeping up on his 
pallid face. 


Izzy chortled through tears, shaking his head, and granting the singer a chance to emit the words he'd spent 
forever holding back. And as though hours had passed, Axl slowly leaned in, connecting their lips in a wistful, 
prolonged kiss. 

And then he said it. 


‘love you, zy." 


Izzy glanced back at the ocean, watching the waves descend to ataractic ripples, his lips trembling and his 
heart aching. ‘/ve always loved you. Axl" 
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Bill Bailey was a strange boy, as Jeffrey had assuredly concluded. 


Something about the way he sat at the very edge of the bed, hands clasped atop his lap, and a veil of cardinal 
hair covering his eyes intrigued Jeffrey as he mindlessly sifted through vinyls. He could just barely see the 
enigmatic boy in his peripheral vision, scrutinizing Jeffrey's actions with abounding attentiveness. Just as he 


swept another record aside, Bill finally spoke. 
"How ‘bout that one?" 


Jeffrey's eyes roamed over the fine print, his lips curving into a thrilled smirk." The Dark Side of the Moor? 
You enjoy Pink Floyd too?" 


"| don't really-" Bill paused as his eyes fell down to his twiddling thumbs, heat rising to his cheeks as he 


sheepishly murmured, "The cover is nice." 


Jeffrey examined the cover for a long moment, tilting his head ever-so-slightly. The contrast between the 
starry abyss and the broad rainbow appeared rather conventional, complimenting the album's title in an 


inexplicable manner. He averted his gaze to Bill, who was now staring at him, vividly abashed. 


'It is nice, ain't it?" He smiled gently, resting it on the record player before adjusting the tone arm. The 
beginning of ‘Time’ started to play, urging Bill to crinkle his nose in bemusement. "It picks up in a bit, the 
beginning may seem a tad odd," Jeffrey laughed, scratching his head agitatedly, as though Bill's opinion would 


demolish him. 


Shyly, Bill clambered off the bed, perching himself beside Jeffrey on the cold wooden floor. He flashed the 
latter a coy smile as his head nodded along to the obscure tune, his slender fingers tapping along with the 
ceaseless beat. Jeffrey stared at him for a long moment, his heart warming in a way that felt foreign. And 
perhaps he looked too far- too far into the way Bill tugged those baggy sleeves of his in the midst of 
summer, and too far into his esoteric alienation towards common things- to realize that there was something 


hauntingly unusual about the ginger, something dark and oddly alluring 


And as the beat refrained, he found himself utterly entranced as Bill's eyes widened to the first lyric, a 
newfound sense of understanding flooding his bones, something Jeffrey should've been so goddamn worried 


about. 


‘Ticking away the moments that make up a dull day~" 
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Izzy stared at the record player, watching the vinyl spiral around in nauseating circles as David Gilmour sung 
him into depression. His leg was hung over the armrest of the rocking chair as his head pounded each time he 
swayed and each time that repugnant bell rang through the song. The house was dim, nothing more than the 
light emanating from the vintage lamp stationed across the living room. But even in the caliginosity, he could 


see the unplugged receiver atop the coffee table awaiting his attention. 


And God, he'd spent so long ignoring it, so long pretending that it just wasn't there, that the idea of what may 


be waiting on the other end of the line grew enticing. 


He bit down on his lip, glancing back at the record playing, softly whispering, ‘No one fold you when fo run. you 
missed the starting gun." 


He closed his eyes, thinking back to days strung out on the shore, a cigarette hanging out the corner of his 
mouth, and the alleviating scent of saltwater filling his head. He thought of Steven, and his selfless tears. He 
thought of Slash, and his mindless advice. He thought of Duff, and all of his worriment. 

And he thought of Axl, because fuck, everything was Axl. 

The sky, the stars in the sky. 

Red, red, red. 

Izzy growled, rolling off of the rocking chair gracelessly before crawling along the carpet. He grabbed the 
receiver, eying the long wire attached to it with unease before plugging it into the outlet. And then it came- 
the red light at the end of the telephone, and the soft static awaiting his next action. Hesitantly, his fingers 
trailed along the edge of the dial-pad, right before pressing the button reading in bold MW: 


He picked up the handset. 


‘Someone, either of you, make him shut up!" 
"Why don't you?" 
"Because | haven't slept in six days!" 


Duff growled loudly, sitting up from the bed to get a better view of his two band mates cuddled together 
beside him. He narrowed his eyes at Slash, who not only sounded distressed, but looked the part as well. With 
curly hair frizzed and knotting, eyes drooped and bagged, and lips cracked and faded, the exhaustion was vivid 
on his semblance. Beside him, Steven lied with his knees held close to his chest, wiry locks of blond hair splayed 


over the pillow, crowning his head as though he were an angel. 


The three had been sleeping in Izzy's backroom, sick of Axl's consistent cries and tantrums erupting from 


above to the point where they had refused to ever wander past the stairs. 


Duff once hoped that the despondency drowning Axl would cease, but even now- weeks later- the singer was 
losing his head. From throwing his dresser off the balcony, drowning all of Izzy's deserted clothes and jewelry 


in the ocean, and even suggesting setting the entire beach house on fire, Axl gained an appetite for destruction. 
He was vengeful, and distinctly negligent towards the future of the band because all that mattered was izzy. 


And Duff was sick, so goddamn sick of having each of his messages ignored by the antecedent rhythm 
guitarist, because couldn't Izzy just understand how badly they needed him? 


He leaned over the bed, grasping the telephone perched atop the nightstand before quickly dialing the ten digits 
he had sorrowfully remembered from the top of his head. He waited for it to ring for a long moment, yet was 


instantly intervened by the familiar robotic voice telling him, "This number cannot be reached" 


He rolled his eyes, pressing the red button before speaking into the handset, "Hey, Izzy. This is the fifteenth 

message, and for all | know, you might be dead" He heard a light scoff behind him, and turned around to see 
Slash with a dismayed grimace on his face. "Just please call back, or come back. Axl needs you. We need you." 
He rested the handset down and stood up. 


"He'll kill me if | go up there," he murmured, shifting his weight reluctantly beside the door. Begging Izzy to 


come back knowing well that he'd never respond was one thing. Confronting a maniacal Axl was another. 


Slash rolled his eyes, pegging the pillow from behind his neck at the bassist, and Steven only grunted, covering 


his eyes as he breathed out in exasperation, "Then we'll take care of your will. Just. please." 


Duff growled before spinning on his heel, slamming the door behind him before stomping up the stairs. The 


vociferous sound of Axl's music blaring from upstairs rang through his head, and as he listened closely, he 


was able to make out the familiar hiphop beat following none other than Public Enemy. Duff never understood 
Axis newfound addiction to rap and hiphop, and was especially annoyed when that obsession began disrupting 


his sleep, but the impending fear of confronting the singer was almost threatening. 


His hand hovered over the doorknob, watching as it rattled with the cacophonous beat, seemingly mocking his 


own hesitance. Shyly, his hand retreated from the knob, and instead knocked against the door. Courtesy first 
"Axl. Can we talk?" 
"G0-" something slams against the other side of the door, "AWAY! 


Duff sighs, waiting a long minute before turning the knob. The instant he walked in, he was bombarded with a 
variety of clothes, and even an empty can of beer. He scanned the place, rolling his eyes as he caught sight of 
Axl leaned against the corner of the room, a lamppost held in his hands threateningly. "What the fuck are you 


doin! man?" 


"Get out! | don't want to talk to you!" Axl screamed, and Duff couldn't help but view the singer as a child, 
wondering how Izzy was ever able to go through this for 14 years. Because at this point, the bassist wanted to 
shove Axl off the balcony. 


"Too bad!" he hissed back. 

"Gol" 

"Nol" 

"Gol" 

"Nol" 

"For fuck's sake!" Axl groused, dropping the lamp beside his feet as he slid down the wall and onto the 
hardwood floor. His slender fingers worked through his copper hair- which was visibly unkempt- as his body 
racked with sobs. Duff chewed his fingernails, shaking his head vigorously as he approached the distraught 
man. 

"Shit, Axl.. Don't cry," Duff whimpered helplessly, uncouthly resting his hand on the ginger's shoulder. After so 
much time spent distancing himself from Axl, Duff was now able to scrutinize each detail upon the singer's 
complexion. From the way his skin had paled and dried, to the rancid perspiring smell exuding from his hair, Axl 
had lost his shine. His knuckles were littered with scabs and scratches as he wrapped them firmly around his 


knees, curling himself against the corner of the room and seemingly attempting to sink into his own shadow. 


Yet he was still here- they both were. 


Duff was never used to consoling Axl, not like he had grown accustomed to Izzy's enigmatic ways of relief. And 
something told him there was a reason for that, that perhaps the obscure belief of destiny was reasonable in 


the sense where Axl was destined to be taken care of by none other than Izzy Stradlin. 


And if that was the case, Duff went on to believe that Izzy was destined to come back, and everyone was 
destined to live happily ever after. 


"Axl," Duff breathed out, carefully wrapping his arms around the singer. Perhaps hunching over and attempting 
to embrace a man who clearly didn't want him around was a tad awkward- if not embarrassing- but Duff 


wasn't Izzy, and hell if he was Izzy, things wouldve been so goddamn different. 
"Axl, c'mon, talk to me." 


"About what? D'ya wanna leave too? Is that what's up?" Axl's arms flailed as he spoke, and all of a sudden, 
this ginger once curled in fetal position was now on his heels thrashing his hands at Duff as though he was 


prepared to pounce. 


"What? Nol" The bassist shielded himself with his arms, and as Axl continued to swat at him, his patience 
diminished. 


In seconds, he was raising his fist, punching the redhead square in the face. 


And once again, if he were Izzy, he would've reminded each member of the band to not ever pick a fight with 


Axl Rose. 


As quick as it was served, a punch was granted right back to his face, heat flaring up his left cheek as the 
rustic taste of blood repleted his senses. Except when he closed his eyes, he wasn't ever coming back. He could 
feel himself descending onto the floor, and somewhere within the darkness, there was safety. There was pain, a 
numbing extent of it, but he wasn't seeing anymore. He was blinded, blinded by this sudden revelation that 
things had gotten so dirty. There were sounds reverberating against the walls, voices of Steven and Slash, the 
sound of the telephone ringing from afar, and the shrill beep from the receiver was distinct before a softly- 
rasped voice emitted the words, '/ dont know how youre sposed to find me lately." 


Silence seeps into the darkness, and Duff's realizing that perhaps he's just dead now. Axl Rose had killed him, 
and Steven and Slash had witnessed it. Maybe even Izzy had figured out the news because suddenly his voice 


is erupting from the line and everyone is just completely neglecting the dead bassist. 


Although he's not dead, because he's opening his eyes to find Slash, Steven, and Axl gawking at the telephone in 


absolute horror. 
"I think I'm alive," he whispers, his eyes shifting across the room as if to make sense of his surroundings. 


‘Remember the first time you listened to Pink Floyd? ‘Time’ was playing, and | remember being so scared for you. 


Axl | remember realizing that there was so much more to you than introversion."” 


"Oh my God, I'm alive." Duff sat up, ignoring the throbbing pain in his face as he looks up at his band members, 


who have completely ignored his severe condition because lzzy-fucking-Stradlin was on the line. 


‘And Im listening to it now, regretting ever deserting you in this mess because Ive loved you for so long, Axl. I 
know its quite ironic of me to ask for you to return this call, but please, please Axl | need to hear you.. | need to 


see you. 


And then the beep arrived once again, this time prompting the band members to finally avert their awestruck 
gazes to the beaten bassist wiping away the blood dribbling down his chin 


"Holy shit," Slash exhaled, and something told Duff that his words weren't directed at all towards his sickly 
condition. "That was fucking Izzy!" Yep, he guessed it. 


"Duff are you- Axl! Axl, dude, are you alright?" Steven's attention whisked away from Duff the moment he 
captured Axl's terror-stricken veneer, his bruised knuckles just barely grasping the handset as his fingers 


trembled vigorously. 


Duff fought the urge to roll his eyes as he choked out a little blood. "He can't return any of my calls, but 
suddenly he's listening to Pink Floyd and leaving messages on Axl's phone? | thought we had something.” 


Axl moved only a bit to flash Duff a pointed glare, yet the bassist could just barely see the light crack of a 
smile on the ginger's face. Slash pursed his lips, glaring at the telephone as though it had wronged him in any 
way before reverting his attention to Duff. "Sorry we sacrificed you to the beast, man." 


Duff shrugged lackadaisically, simpering delicately as the guitarist kneeled to his side, instantly wiping away the 
blood along the blond's face. "I can do it myself, y'know?" 


"Let me take care of you, please," Slash cajoled, and through the enervation upon his face, Duff could just 
barely see a hint of affinity within those mocha eyes. Curls bouncing tepidly against his forehead, and brows 
furrowed, Slash's attention was fixated on the bassist's wounded cheek, and just as Duff felt inclined to tuck in 


that stray wave of hair, Axl was coaxing him out of his trance with a raucous scream. 
"| can't fucking believe you!" 


The pair snapped their heads around, watching as Axl slammed the wall whilst holding the handset up to his 
ear. Beside him, Steven was visibly scrutinizing a way out of this room without stepping pass Axl. 


"You've waited so long to call me? Don't you realize how selfish that is! Did you go off to some other planet- 
y'know what? You probably did! Because you're a fucking enigma for all anyone knows! You do this bitter, self- 
absorbed, cryptic bullshit-" 


"Hey, Axl?" Duff was prepared to risk another blow to the face as he relied on Slash to hold himself up. He 
limped a bit to the singer, realizing that his descend into darkness was moreover a descend against a hardwood 
floor. The singer bit his lip to stop himself, looking at Duff for a long moment before sighing into the handset. 
A soft voice was speaking incoherently from the other end of the line, and Duff could only assume that it was 
Izzy either explaining himself, or telling Axl to get his shit together- seemingly because he was the only 
person entitled to that authority. 


"God. Whats happening to me?" Axl whispered, leaning his head against the wall, and that was the cue for the 


other three to leave. 


Duff shot the singer one last worried glance before allowing Slash to guide him out of the room- fully 
prepared to deny blushing as the guitarist strengthened his grip on his waist. 


The moment the door closed, the trio were able to hear Axl breaking down into a fit of sobs. 
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"This is new." 


Axl squelched a soft chuckle as he felt calloused fingertips grazing across the stubble growing along his chin 
Only years prior, he had developed an aversion to his own body hair, despising the way he resembled the 
stereotypical woodchopper with a ginger beard growing across his once-bare face. Without Izzy, he no longer 


felt a reason to care. 


He just barely turned his head, eyes fixated on the ocean before them, yet peeking at Izzy through his 
peripheral vision. His eyes crinkled in a way that felt foreign as he scrutinized the guitarists neoteric hairstyle. 


Coyly, he murmured, "What about those dreadlocks?" 


"You liked my hair smooth," Izzy whispered, a wistful undertone intwined with his prying words. "I needed to 
forget." 


Axl captured his bottom lip between his teeth, hard enough to spark the rustic tang of blood along the tip of 
his tongue. Beside him, Izzy released a long exasperated sigh, and the redhead pondered whether or not he 
deserved this 


Did he deserve this undying tension between him and the man he once loved- the man he once gave 


everything to? 
Did he deserve the despondent feeling of absolute loneliness each and every night? 


He snapped his head towards Izzy, watching as the guitarist only gazed overhead. The reflection of the vast 
beach was transparent in his prismatic eyes, and Axl wondered if Izzy was thinking the same things. In the 

past, Axl believed him and Izzy shared the same head, and perchance their odd clairvoyance was the reason 
why their trust lied in each other's hands. If that was the case, Axl chose to believe that Izzy was just as 


dejected as he was, that this morose feeling wasn't unrequited. 


But as close as they were, shoulders just barely brushing against one another, Axl never felt so estranged 
from the love of his life. As though Izzy had truly alienated himself from human civilization and was now 


figuring out how to be a part of it once again, Axl was viewing the brunet as a complete enigma, someone he 


thought he knew, yet realized that all the mysteries were yet to be unveiled. 


"You're thinking so loudly,” Izzy spoke, and through the ocean's alleviating temperament, and the complete 


laconism on his behalf, Axl could still hear that gentle rasp to the other man's voice. 


"You don't know that. For all you know, I'm not thinking at all," Axl defended, although the passion in his tone 
had drained in defeat. 


"You'd assume that after I5 years." Izzy allowed the sentence to trail into oblivion, and Axl only simpered as 
though he was perfectly content with confusing the other man. Izzy straightened his posture, huffing out a 
long breath, and the singer watched as a brisk fog trailed from his lips, slicing through the winter evening. "I 
know you, Axl.” 


| thought | did too." They piqued another period of unadulterated silence, and somewhere through the thick 
barrier enforced between their minds, Axl found that Izzy was comfortable without speaking. He was 


comfortable with not felling, and he was perfectly content with concealing his true outlook on this. 


Perchance, Izzy was afraid of letting Axl know just how badly he needed him- because Axl just knew. He knew 
Izzy needed him, just like he needed Izzy. 


For, it could only be. 


| can't stop thinking about you," Izzy spoke, and Axl's head perked up at the words. There was a tight furrow 
between the guitarists brows, his lips parted in a way that spelled disbelief with his own confounding emotions. 


"And | try to, but.” 


"Everything comes back to us;" Axl finished, and Izzy met his eyes with a reluctant nod. For the past year, Axl 
pondered whether he'd ever get over Izzy. Would things fall into place? A life he could spend loving someone 


who isn't Izzy, a life he could spend without feeling his heart shatter over and over. 


Everything came back to Izzy and Axl. 


Everything came back to love, love, love. 


| knew the hardest part would be forgetting." Izzy's voice grew hoarse with nostalgia, and Axl could feel that 
homely sensation of days strung out together swelling in his heart. "I told myself it would be the hardest part. 
But | still left." 


"Because you're a jackass," Axl mused, earning a gentle scoff from the distant love of his life. 
Izzy peered at Axl for a long moment, something ambiguous dancing through the brown specs in his eyes. The 


tears that glossed the viridian around his pupils reflected Axl's veneer, and the latter could see his own 


petrified semblance hanging on to that last bit of familiarity. 


"Listen, Axl," Izzy started, and with each syllable enunciated, Axl could feel his heart sinking with anticipation. 
‘Izzy, please," he exhaled slowly. 


‘Ive spent forever loving you, just the way I've spent forever clouding myself within inebriation and stupid 
bullshit that only ruins me-" he paused as a dry laugh escapes his lips, and Axl only rolls his eyes with 


affection. "But you were the realest thing | had. You were what took me out of that mess." 


Izzy's tongue glided across his lips as he inhaled sharply. "Am | an idiot for disregarding every other thing in 


my life and only wanting you?" 
If Axl were a child, he'd be squealing with joy. 
But since Axl is a grown man with oscillating moods and behavioral problems, he still squeals with joy. 


"God, Izzy, you fucking asshole," Axl breathed through vivid relief. He could feel tears welling in his eyes, 
blurring the image of the guitarist in front of him. "Yes, it makes you an idiot!" 


Izzy frowned and lowered his head, yet before he could muster up anything to alleviate the tension 
encompassing him, he felt Axl's smooth hands wrapping around his torso, pulling him closer than they've ever 


been in the past year. 


"It makes you my idiot," Axl corrected, and when Izzy dared to meet his gaze, he saw nothing more than pure 


adulation swiveling within those chartreuse irises. 


For so long, he believed there was nothing more to a gypsied life other than trying to find a place where he 
belongs. But upon a nomadic head scouring for peace and serenity, believing that the singer was the reason for 


his troubles and dismay- Izzy had failed to recognize it was all rested in the hands of Axl Rose. 
Hs Axl. 


And Axl's love was a drug, a medical kind in which never failed to heal the lasting bits of sorrow woven into 
Izzy's fractured soul. Their interdependence for one another had sprouted into a plethora of love, and Izzy was 
the greatest idiot of all time to ever dare abandoning it. But he was Axl's idiot, and that was the greatest title 


he could have in the moment. 


"C'mere," Izzy muttered, pulling Axl's impossibly closer before leaning towards his face. The gentle brush of the 
ginger's lips against his own sparked that familiar flame of desire within him, and he salvaged it for a terse 
moment. Axl pushed closer, their lips intwining into a kiss as desperately beautiful as the story of their 


enigmatic relationship. 


‘| love you," Izzy breathed out, his eyes squeezing shut as Axl collapsed into his embrace. And it was the same 
love he had incarcerated for so long, flooding from his body just the way tears fell from his eyes. He felt Axl 


nuzzle into his neck, his body shuddering and informing the guitarist that he too had longed for this over time. 
‘love you too, jackass." 


Thank you for reading <3 


